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To  ARTHUR    MURPHY,  Efq  h 

T  |  ^  HOUGH  I  cannot  boaft  the  Ho- 
JL  nour  of  a  perfonal  acquaintance  with 
you,  yet  it  would  be  paffing  the  fevereft 
Cenfure  on  myfelf,  to  declare  I  had  not 
that  intelle&ual  one,  which  the  world, 
in  general,  claim  with  Men  of  diftinguifhed 
Abilities.  I  will  not  trefpafs  on  your  Deli- 
cacy, by  giving  Vent  to  the  Fullnefs  of  my 
Admiration,  or  by  repeating  what  is  already 


(    k  ) 


univerfally  known  and  acknowledged.  I  only 
folicit  your  Patronage  for  the  feeble  OfF- 
fpring  of  a  friendlefs  Mufe,  confcious  I  can- 
not lay  it  before  a  better  Judge  than  you, 
Sir,  whofe  Writings  have  been  fo  long  the 
Prop  and  Ornament  of  the  Drama  $  and 
that  if  any  thing  can  give  it  fhelter,  it  muft 
be  the  protecting  Influence  of  your  Name, 

I  have  the  Honour  to  remain, 

Your  moft  humble  and 

obedient  Servant, 


The  AUTHOR. 


THE 


DRAMA. 

E  VERE  his  tafk  in  thefe  degen 'rate  days, 
Who  rafhly  dares  to  grafp  one  fprig  of  Bayes ; 
The  frown  of  cenfure,  and  pale  envy's  blight, 
Long  damp  his  ardour,  and  retard  his  flight. 
In  form  of  critic,  lo  !  where  link'd  they  (land, 
With  pride  and  dulnefs  fix'd  on  either  hand, 
Pointing  with  rugged  thorns  the  painful  fteep, 
They  ne'er  afcend,  tho'  round  it  doom'd  to  creep. 

B  Not 
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Not  fo,  when  Greece  and  Rome  afpir'd  to  fame, 

Then  critic,  and  found  judgment  were  the  fame 

The  poet  fought  the  gen'rous  critic's  aid, 

And  the  fame  laurel  gave  them  both  a  fhade; 

With  all  the  terrors  beating  at  my  heart, 

A  novice  feels  in  firfl  efTays  of  art, 

With  greater!  homage  for  fuperior  pow'rs,. 

Trembling  I  feek  the  mufe's  facred  bow'rs ; 

Sentenc'd  in  fancy,  ere  my  fate  be  known, 

As  Churchill's  theme  I've  rafhly  made  my  own. 

Miftaken  zeal,  with  folly  at  her  fide, 
Oft  has  the  Drama  and  its  fons  decri'd ; 
Gave  the  profeffion  faults  which  nature  knew, 
And  judg'd  the  many  from  an  erring  few. 
Strictures  like  thefe  for  laughter  only  call, 
From  their  own  weaknefs  they  muft  quickly  fall. 
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Let  railing  bigots,  and  let  pedant  fools, 
Of  morals  prate,  and  precepts  taught  in  fchools, 
Such  clouds  dirTolve  at  merit's  dazzling  ray, 
As  mifts  are  melted  by  the  eye  of  day  : 
Shall  he,  whofe  quick'ning,  animated  frame, 
Eledtric  like,  collects  the  poet's  flame  ? 
Whofe  glowing  breaft  feels  ev'ry  palTion  roll, 
And  yields  a  body  to  great  Shakefpear's  foul ; 
Gives  him  each  ornament  of  art  and  grace, 
And  holds  his  mirror  up  to  nature's  face, 
Not  gain  the  meed  of  well-earn'd  honefb  fame  ? 
Garrick,  flep  forward,  and  aflert  your  claim. 
Here  charm'd  attention  could  for  ever  wait, 
Fixt  on  thy  beauties,  unconfin'd  as  great, 
And  wrapt  in  vifions  of  thy  magic  fkill, 
Indulge  the  tranfports  which  my  bofom  fill. 
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But  what,  tho'  language  were  to  feeling  true, 
Expre£Ting  ftrongly  all  in  thought  I  view, 
What  could  it  add,  O  Garrick,  to  thy  name, 
Already  foremoft  on  the  lifts  of  fame  ? 
Warm'd,  I  may  tell,  as  diff'rent  mafks  he  wears, 
We  fhake  with  laughter,  or  diflblve  in  tears, 
Dwell  on  his  fpirit,  judgment,  tafte,  and  grace, 
And  the  keen  light'nings  flaming  from  his  face ; 
But  once  behold  the  wonders  of  his  art, 
You'll  find  thofe  drawn  by  nature  on  your  heart ; 
To  point  his  excellence,  or  fpeak  his  praife, 
But  ftamps  frefli  value  on  the  poet's  lays. 

Next  on  the  line,  yet  diftant,  Barry  ftands, 
And  takes  precedence  of  the  tragic  bands. 
Nor  does  prefumption  only  prop  his  claim, 
Once  genius  warm'd  him  with  her  fineft  flame. 


[  s  ] 

In  love's  foft  tranfports,  or  its  wafting  care, 

I  feel  each  rapture,  ev'ry  pang  I  fhare  ; 

If  in  the  Moor,  by  vvildeft  paflions  preft, 

Who  does  not  find  the  florin  aflail  his  breafl  ? 

Now  worn  with  years,  and  almoft  quench'd  his  beam, 

He  faintly  glimmers  like  the  embers  gleam  ; 

Yet  in  the  fparks  of  his  expiring  light, 

Proves  that  the  blaze  which  fir'd  him  once  was  bright: 

Thus  the  grand  column,  or  majeflic  dome, 

Rear'd  in  the  fplendor  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 

Tho'  broke  with  tempefts,  and  by  time  decay 'd, 

Retain  a  greatnefs,  e'en  in  ruins  laid. 

Tho'  weak  the  million,  and  to  judge  unfit, 
Still  cuftom  dubs  them  arbiters  of  wit ; 
Their  breath  alone  'tis  fwells  the  trump  of  fame, 
And  founds  the  poet's  or  the  fage's  name. 

C  Severe 
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Severe  decree,  and  moft  the  actor's  bane,. 
Whofe  art  is  tried  by  folly's  giddy  train. 
This  Macklin  felt,  tho'  merit's  fterling  fealy 
Long  pafs'd  him  current  in  theatric  fcale. 
Grant  him  unequal  to  his  daring  aim, 
Did  former  fervice  no  indulgence  claim  ? 
Too  high  ambition  might  have  foar'd  for  praife,. 
But  yet  'twas  mingled  with  a  wifh  to  pleafe  : 
Thus  far  humanity  and  juftice  plead ; 
Now  let  us  fpeak  as  tafte  and  candour  lead. 
Dark  was  his  col' ring,  but  conception  ftrong 
If  hard  his  manner,  ftill  it  ne'er  was  wrong. 
Warm'd  with  the  poet,  to  the  part  he  rofe, 
His  anger  fir'd  us,  and  his  terror  froze  , 
Ai\d  more  ;  where  quaintnefs  £hut  out  meaning's  day, 
Macklin  threw  light  with  fine  difcernment's  ray  : 
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If  thefe  are  truths,  which  envy's  felf  muft  breathe, 
Applaufe  fhould  crown  him  with  her  greeneft  wreath. 

Where,  on  her  native  quarry  next  to  light, 
Shall  the  mufe  bend  her  melancholy  flight  ? 
Now  half  her  fons  are  fwept  by  death's  fell  pow'r, 
And  fcarce  a  gleam  of  hope  remains  of  more. 
O,  facred  fire !  which  once  with  adive  heat, 
In  Powell's  and  in  Mossop's  bofoms  beat, 
Where  art  thou  fled  ?  or  doll  thou  only  reft 
In  Garrick's  and  in  Barry's  feeling  breaft  ? 
No,  replies  genius ;  I  have  found  a  part, 
A  favourite  manfion  in  a  female  heart, 
Where  fteady  judgment  and  fine  tafte  prepare 
Their  richeft  ofT 'rings,  to  detain  me  there  j 
Behold,  where  beauty,  in  the  fhape  of  grace, 
With  fweetnefs  beams  from  Barry,  form  and  face  ; 

There 
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There  I  reflde,  enamour' d  of  the  feat, 
Heedlefs  of  envy  or  ambition's  cheat, 
And  ne'er  will  quit  her,  'till  my  rival  time, 
Shall  ravifh  life,  as  well  as  youth  and  prime* 

A  handfome  figure,  with  an  eafy  mien, 
Are  all  Smith's  requintes  to  fill  the  fcene  ; 
Flat,  without  compafs,  drawling  on  the  ear, 
In  one  dull  tone  th'unvaried  voice  we  hear  ; 
No  flame  of  paflion  ever  yet  he  knew, 
Or,  changing  character,   appear'd  once  new  ; 
Perfon  alone  firft  gave  him  to  the  ftage, 
And  habit  guards  him  in  this  eafy  age. 

Reddish  wants  pow'r,  th'emotion  ftrong  to  raife, 
But  his  attention  gains,  and  merits  praife  ; 
Tho'  voice  and  feeling  fmall  afliftance  lend, 
He  oft  has  pleas'd,  and  feldom  does  offend  ; 

Unlefs 
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Unlcfs,  when  folly  fain  would  have  him  great, 
And  rant  and  ftare  ufurp  expreflion's  feat. 

O,  how  it  moves  me  to  the  taunting  jibe, 
To  hear  fome  groundling  of  th'itin'rant  tribe ; 
York,  Bath,  or  Norwich,  rank  with  Drury's  fcene, 
Now  Frodfham's  gone,  and  Inchbald  has  been  feen. 
What,  tho'  their  Lee  boafts  fome  faint  ftrokes  of  art, 
Does  he  e'er  touch  with  fympathy  the  heart  ? 
Where  is  that  grace,  that  ftation  which  commands, 
Applaufe's  tribute  with  her  hundred  hands  ? 
His  perfon's  vulgar,  his  deportment's  bad, 
And  tame  correctnefs  all  he  ever  had. 

Hibernia,  whence  the  ftage  recruits  her  force, 

Has  juft  fent  Lewis  to  the  Thefpian  courfe ; 

Blefs'd  with  thofe  happy  requifites  to  pleafe, 

A  perfon,  fpirit,  elegance,  and  eafe. 

D  How 
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How  cold  fhone  Belcour  before  Lewis  came; 
'Twas  he  reftor'd  him  to  the  poet's  flame  : 
Pafilons  like  his,  fb.ch  genuine  active  fire, 
May  claim,  indeed,  the  god  of  day  for  fire. 

Bensley  has  little,  fave  what  art  fupplies, 
For  ftep-dame  nature  almoft  all  denies  ; 
Gloom  (hades  his  alpe&,  difcord's  in  his  tone, 
His  joy's  as  grating  as  his  tragic  moan. 
Yet  fiich  a  charm  can  induRry  impart, 
Aided  by  worth,  and  merit  of  the  heart, 
That  he  {lands  higher  on  dramatic  line, 
Than  he,  whofe  talents,  more  than  virtues,  fhine. 

Of  all  her  fuitors  in  the  Thefpian  art, 
Thalia  holds  King  neareft  to  her  heart ; 
Fix'd  in  his  eye,  the  finding;  goddefs  fits, 
And  thence  deals  laughter  with  its  loudeft  fits. 

Eafc 
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Eafe  and  indulgence  oft  at  merit's  throne, 
Prefer' d  their  plea,  and  claim'd  him  as  their  own  ; 
Their  wifh  obtained,  Thalia  then  appeared, 
Struck  with  a  danger  which  me  long  had  fear'd  ; 
Her  rider's  fables,  and  her  tears  me  wore, 
To  woo  the  truant  to  her  arms  once  more  : 
Subdu'd,  the  lover's  fondnefs  flood  confeft, 
And  clafp'd  his  weeping  miftrefs  to  his  breaft  ; 
Vow'd  to  be  conftant  to  the  fuppliant  maid, 
Till  death  dhTolv'd  the  union  nature  made. 

That  part,  an  a£tor  in  the  bloom  of  life 
Plays  with  fuccefs,  he  takes  to  him  for  wife, 
Simpers  and  ogles  with  a  wither'd  face, 
And  trips  the  beau  with  antiquated  grace. 
Tho'  Woodward  once  might  boafr.  of  fprightly  eafe, 
And  ev'ry  frolic  wantonnefs  to  pleafe, 

Why 


Why  muft  he  gambol  after  youth  is  fled, 
And  winter  fcatters  hoar  upon  his  head  ? 
Still  there's  a  caft  his  talents  to  employ, 
Razor  or  Bobadil  can  never  cloy. 

When  partial  nature  gifts  a  fav'rite  fon, 
With  more  than  toiling  art  had  ever  won, 
Should  not  the  mufe,  if  floth  the  bounty  mar, 
Cenfure  the  culprit  who  neglects  her  care  ? 
Shuter,  tho'  blefs'd  with  humour's  richeft  vein, 
And  fkill  to  reach  the  higheft  comic  ftrain, 
Forgets  his  patronefs,  and  flights  her  boon, 
And,  when  he  wants  his  part,  becomes  buffoon. 

As  folly's  offspring  fport  in  fafhion's  glare, 
Flutt'ring  in  filks,  with  well-bred  flirug  and  flare, 
The  infect  tribe  Dodd  paints  with  niceft  art, 
And  gives  a  double  edge  to  fatire's  dart. 

Nature 
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Nature  has  dealt  to  Clinch  with  lib'ral  hand, 
Talents,  which  cultur'd,  might  applaufe  command  ; 
But  vain  the  grant,  and  flow  muft  rife  his  fame, 
Unlefs  the  manager  will  fan  the  flame. 

Brereton  has  perfon,  is  not  void  of  grace, 
But  wants  the  energy  of  voice  and  face  ; 
In  gay  defcription,  or  in  polim'd  eafe, 
His  tafte  and  judgment  never  fail  to  pleafe. 
And  when  by  time  he's  ripen'd  on  the  bow, 
He'll  merit  that  fuccefs  he  wi/hes  now. 

Let  thofe  whom  pride  attradr,  not  fenfe  and  choice, 
Expire  in  raptures  at  an  eunuch's  voice, 
And  feigning  tranfports  which  they  never  felt, 
At  unintelligible  nonfenfe  melt. 
For  me,  a  plain,  rough,  honeft  Briton  bred, 
Who  oft  have  err'd,  but  by  my  heart  was  led, 

E  Who, 


Who,  tho'  a  monarch  fhou'd  his  favours  heap, 
Dare  fpurn  at  folly,  and  at  op'ra  fleep  : 
I  call  on  Vernon,  if  a  found  mult  feaft, 
To  ftamp  it  with  the  currency  of  tafte. 

Few  can,  like  Bannister,  with  humour  ftrong. 
Do  equal  juftice  both  to  wit  and  fong ; 
And  could  the  mufe  award  the  mimic  praife, 
Foot  would  not  ftand  much  higher  in  her  lays. 

Faint  as  a  fhadow  Cautherley  glides  by, 
And  melts  without  impreiTion  on  the  eye. 
When  Dibdin's  boaft  was  a  compofer's  name, 
He  flood  the  rival  of  the  author's  fame, 
Till  feiz'd  with  madnefs,  not  poetic  fire, 
He  rafhly  dar'd  himfelf  to  touch  the  lyre, 
When  Phoebus,  mock'd  at  difcord  not  his  own, 
Gave  him  to  cenfure  with  her  hifs  and  groan. 
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A  greater  bard,  on  Moody's  brow  has  plac'd 
A  wreath  with  which  it  ever  muft  be  grac'd  ; 
Confcious  I  cannot  give  increafe  of  bays, 
I'll  add,  at  leaft,  my  humble  meed  of  praife. 

Quick  wants  not  parts,  but  Shutrr  is  the  fun 
Round  which  he  moves,  and  borrows  all  his  fun. 

In  the  harm  parent,  or  the  ruftic  boor, 
Dunstall  and  Parsons  fhew  ftrong  comic  pow'r. 

Palmer  gives  fpirit  to  the  fprightly  fcene, 
By  gay  deportment  and  a  pleafing  mien  : 
But  when  he  woos  the  tuneful  queen  of  tears, 
His  accents  wound  the  mufe's  finer  ears  ; 
Shock'd  at  the  found,  we  fcarcely  can  believe 
That  the  fame  man  cou'd  ever  pleafure  give. 

Without  an  effort,  Weston  gains  applaufe, 
Nature  has  made  him  what  the  poet  draws  : 

Others, 


Others,  with  trick,  and  ftage  manoeuvre  aim, 

To  ftrike  the  groundlings,  and  their  clap  obtain ; 

Shew  Johnfon's  Drugger,  fkill'd  in  Broughton  art, 

And  Scrub,  inftead  of  fool,  a  downright  fmart : 

But  he,  fuperior  to  fuch  paltry  aid, 

Ne'er  makes  a  jeft  but  what  his  author  made ; 

True  humour,  free  from  taint  of  low  grimace, 

Or  wild  diftortion,  fits  upon  his  face : 

Tho'  laughter  {hake,  unconfcious  he  receives 

The  echoing  plaudit  public  favour  gives. 

Lewes,  in  Marlow,  makes  his  audience  feel,. 
That  he  has  head  and  heart  as  well  as  heel. 

The  needy  emigrant  from  Gallia's  more, 
The  butt  of  ridicule  fince  time  of  yore, 
Who  ftruts  in  frippery  and  tinfell'd  fluff, 
And  jabbers  nonfenfe,  as  he  fcoops  up  fnuff ; 

Badd'ly, 
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Badd'ly,  with  humour's  pencil,  ftrongly  draws, 
And  meets,  as  he  deferves,  with  warm  applaufc. 

Cold,  and  unmeaning,  Aickin  fills  a  part, 
And  never  gains  the  head,  or  moves  the  heart. 
With  jointed  found,  proceed  his  jarring  tones, 
Like  currents  harm,  and  broke  with  beds  of  flones. 
His  acting's  vappid,  it  wants  feeling's  foul, 
To  warm  and  quicken,  into  life  the  whole. 

Hull's  always  perfect,  and  difplays  an  aim, 
To  catch  the  poet's  fpirit,  and  his  flame ; 
At  times,  he  foars  beyond  chill  medium's  line, 
And  fhews  fome  fparks  of  excellence  that  mine. 

What  numbers  cenfure,  but  how  few  judge  right, 
On  fubjects,  which  demand  the  foul's  keen  fight  > 
Each  puny  witling,  from  ftark  folly  vain, 
Dares  Johnson's  talents,  or  a  Swift's  arraign, 

F  Merit 
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Merit  by  malice,  not  with  tafte  they  fcan, 
And  damn  the  art,  becaufe  they  hate  the  man.' 

'  Tis  certain  Melmoth  has  not  gain'd  that  height, 
On  which  perfection  feated,  drops  her  flight. 
His  perfon  too  wants  weight,  but  then  his  heart,  , 
Springs  in  his  words,  and  animates  each  part. 
Apollo  pleads  his  caufe;  and  dare  the  mufe> 
To  hear  her  prince,  and  patron's  voice  refufe  ? 

Wroughton  has  perfon,  and  conception  juft, 
But  wants  ftrong  feeling  to  be  rank'd  as  firft» 
A  happy  afpect,  and  a  vvifh  to  pleafe, 
Deferve  at  leaft,  if  not  extort  our  praife. 

When  furly  winter  with  his  felon  train, 
Flies  to  fome  cavern  on  the  howling  main, 
And  blooming  fummer  leads  the  fprightly  hours, 
Then  Foote  collects  his  vagrant  fcatter'd  pow'rs, 

J  Poet 
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Poet  and  manager,  at  once  he  (lands, 

And  ftarts  upon  the  town  his  motley  bands. 

'Tis  rafli  to  cenfure,  where  the  public  praife 

Gives  to  the  actor,  and  the  author  bays. 

But  fure  applaufe,  mould  never  be  his  meed, 

Who  fports  with  faults  which  wey  ward  fate  decreed, 

Who  breaks  that  tye,  which  binds  each  noble  breaft, 

And  ftabs  his  friend  before  he'll  lofe  his  jeft. 

Succefs  is  giddy,  as  the  veering  blaft, 

And  when  it  is  not  juft,  can  never  laft. 

Tho'  now  the  fenfelefs  rabble  may  efteem, 

The  home-felt  col' ring  of  his  time- wrought  fcene, 

Ages  to  come,  where  poets  fhould  appeal, 

Will  never  laugh  at  what  they  cannot  feel. 

Perfon  and  elegance  are  Yates's  claim, 
They're  her  chief  pafTports,  to  the  court  of  fame. 


Her  action's  moulded  into  grace,  and  eafe, 
And  plaudits  from  the  niceft  judgement  raife. 
Kindling  me  glows  with  all  the  poet's  fires, 
And  fbongly  feeling  ev'ry  heart  infpires. 
Still  with  a  figh,  too  clearly  we  behold, 
The  greateft  fpirit  muft  with  years  wax  cold. 

Young's  fpeaking's  juft,  her  action  too  is  right, 
Yet  feem  like  nymphs  in  boddice  lac'd  too  tight, 

What  need  fo  oft,  the  clofe  join'd  hands  to  raife  ; 

Or  bow  like  Bramin  in  his  idol's  praife. 

And  then  that  ftalk,  which  Zanga  well  befits, 

But  ne'er  with  grace  on  female  fbftnefs  fits. 

Yet  fpite  of  all  her  faults,  her  merits  mine, 

And  prove  her  Yates's  rival  on  the  line. 

How  mail  I  treat  thee,  Hartley,  to  preferve, 

That  homage,  candour  and  the  fair  deferve? 
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For  fure  if  Venus  chofe  a  mortal  mould, 
The  radiance  of  her  charms  divine  t'enfold, 
Hartly  had  been,  the  facred,  euvi'd  feat, 
-  To  which  a  goddefs  may  indeed  retreat. 
Beauty,  like  charity,  a  charm  fpreads  wide, 
Veiling  a  multitude  of  faults  befide. 

Spirit,  and  grace,  Barsanti  I  allow, 
And  hope  to  fee  her  what  a  Pop  a  is  now. 

Macklin  has  judgment  folid,  tafle  refin'd, 
With  every  bright  embellifhment  of  mind ; 
No  charm,  or  fpells,  within  her  dimples  lie, 
Or  fluttering  cupids,  ambum  in  her  eye. 
Sheer  merit  only,  and  the  force  of  fkill, 
Firft  gained  her  trophies,  and  maintain  them  ftill ; 
No  touch  of  harmony  can  ftrike  the  heart, 
With  half  that  magic  Cat  ley's  ftrains  impart ; 
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But  folly,  as  if  envious  of  her  fame, 

With  geflure  vulgar,  and  uncouth,  proclaim, 

0 

That  acting  in  a  female  mould  have  grace, 
Or  modefty,  at  leaft,  to  fill  it's  place. 

Of  fterling  humour,  Green  has  ample  fiore, 
Perhaps  e'en  Clive  was  never  blefled  with  more. 
Mark  where  in  Heidleberg,  th'  extreams  of  life, 
Like  Groom,  and  Peer,  are  conftantly  at  ftrife  ; 
Or  elfe  when  Termagant,  with  lucklefs  hit, 
Stumbles  on  nonfenfe,  in  her  fearch  for  wit. 
And  if  a  Stanhope's  precept  have  no  weighty 
You'll  own  by  laughter;  that  her  merit's  great ; 

No  woman  without  beauty,  or  great  fkilU 
Can,  or  cou'd  ever,  on  the  ftage  excell. 
That  prop  alone,  fupports  a  Melmoth's  name, 
While  the  fad  want  prevents  a  Mattock's  fame* 
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If  mufic's  voice,  the  throbbing  breaft  can  move, 
Or  melting  foftnefs,  wake  the  foul  to  love  ; 
If  mild  expreflion,  beaming  from  a  face, 
Where  fweetnefs  revels  with  reflftlefs  grace, 
Can  cold  attention  into  rapture  warm, 
Behold  in  Badd'ly  ev'ry  pow*r  to  charm. 

What  Clive  was  once,  Pope  is,  as  Churchill  told, 
'Ere  rip'ning  time  her  talents  cou'd  unfold  : 
Late  may  the  ftage  lament  her  abfent  aid, 
And  never,  till  with  equal  genius  paid. 

How  few  can  ever  reach  that  happy  line, 
Where  fenfe,  and  fpirit,  by  their  union  mine  ; 
And  foftned  into  eafe,  with  niceft  art, 
Aflail  at  once,  the  judgment  and  the  heart. 
That  rareft  talent,  Abington  alone, 
PoffcrTes  in  perfection,  all  her  own. 
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What  woman  elfe,  with  fuch  a  grace  difplays 
The  courtly  manners,  and  true  polifh'd  eafe. 
Her  (kill  gives  fanction  to  vain  fafhion's  flare, 
And  makes  the  critic  even  folly  bear. 

Frefh  crouds  prefs  forward  on  the  mufe's  fight, 
But  pafs  like  fhadows  at  th'approach  of  night. 
So  when  the  Trojan,  future  time  t'explore, 
Sought  the  dulk  limits  of  the  Stygian  fhore, 
The  Ghofta  in  throngs  befet  the  Hero  round, 
With  feeble  clamours,  and  a  fhrieking  found  ; 
But  when  he  ftretch'd,  the  fading  forms  to  chafe, 
Their  bodies  melt,  he  grafps  the  vacant  fpace. 
Yet  ftill  thefe  nothings,  infolent  and  vainy 
Expect  proud  reafon's  fentence  to  obtain. 
Then  mark  my  tale,  and  weigh  the  moral  well, 
If  right  conceiv'd,  'twill  folly's  rudenefs  quell. 


The  vain  Florella  once,  at  pride's  command, 
Sat  for  her  portrait  to  a  famous  hand  : 
The  painter  tried  the  utmoft  of  his  fkill, 
But  found  it  baffled  by  the  object  ftill. 
No  trace  of  character,  or  glow  of  heart, 
Flufh'd  on  her  face,  to  Itrike  the  glance  of  art. 
In  fruitlefs  toil,  he  faw  his  work  muft  end, 
When  mind,  and  foul  no  infpiration  lend. 
Then  bade  the  fool,  fome  other  artift  try, 
Sick  of  the  talk,  and  laid  his  pencil  by. 
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TTF  dying  Excellence  deferves  a  Tear, 

If  fond  Remembrance  frill  is  cherilhed  here, 

Can  we  perfift  to  bid  your  Sorrows  flow 

For  fabled  SufTe'rers,  and  delufive  Woe? 

Or  with  quaint  Smiles  difmifs  the  plaintive  Strain, 

Point  the  quick  Jeff — indulge  the  Comic  Vein — 

Ere  yet  to  buried  Roscius  we  aflign — 

One  kind  Regret — one  tributary  Line  ! 


His  Fame  requires  we  act  a  tenderer  Part  : — 
His  Memory  claims  the  Tear  you  gave  his  Art  ! 


The  general  Voice,  the  Meed  of  mournful  Verfe, 
The  fplendid  Sorrows  that  adorned  his  Heaife, 
The  Throng  that  mourn'd  as  their  dead  Favourite  pafs'd, 
The  grac'd  Refpe£t  that  claim'd  him  to  the  laft, 
While  Shakespear's  Image  from  its  hallow'd  Bafe, 
Seem'd  to  prefcribe  the  Grave,  and  point  the  Place, — 
Nor  thefe, — nor  all  the  fad  Regrets  that  flow 
From  fond  Fidelity's  domeftic  Woe, — 
So  much  are  Garrick's  Praife — fo  much  his  Due — 
As  on  this  Spot — One  Tear  beftow'd  by  You. 

Amid  the  Arts  which  feek  ingenuous  Fame, 
Our  toil  attempts  the  moft  precarious  Claim! 
To  Him,  whofe  mimic  Pencil  wins  the  Prize, 
Obedient  Fame  immortal  Wreaths  fupplies : 

Whate'cr 
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Whate'er  of  Wonder  Reynolds  now  mav  raife, 
Raphael  {till  boafts  cotemporary  Praife : 
Each  dazling  Light,  and  gaudier  Bloom  fubdu'd, 
With  undiminifh'd  Awe  His  Works  are  view  a  - 
E'en  Beauty's  Portrait  wears  a  fofter  Prime, 
Touch'd  by  the  tender  Hand  of  mellowing  Time. 

The  patient  Sculptor  owns  an  humbler  Part, 
A  ruder  Toil,  and  more  mechanic  Art ; 
Content  with  flow  and  timorous  Stroke  to  trace 
The  lingering  Line,  and  mould  the  tardy  Grace  : 
But  once  atchieved — tho'  barbarous  Wreck  o'erthrow 
The  facred  Fane,  and  lay  its  Glories  low, 
Yet  fhall  the  fculptur'd  Ruin  rife  to  Day, 
Grac'd  by  Defe£t,  and  worlhip'd  in  Decay ; 

jf. 
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The'  enduring  Record  bears  the  Artift's  Name, 
Demands  his  Honors,  and  alTerts  his  Fame. 


Superior  Hopes  the  Poet's  Bofom  fire,— 
O  proud  Diltin£tion  of  the  facred  Lyre ! — 
Wide  as  the'  infpiring  Phoebus  darts  his  Ray, 
DifTufive  Splendor  gilds  his  Votary's  Lay. 
Whether  the  Song  Heroic  Woes  rehearfe, 
With  Epic  Grandeur,  and  the  Pomp  of  Verfe ; 
Or,  fondly  gay,  with  unambitious  Guile 
Attempt  no  Prize  but  favouring  Beauty's  Smile ; 
Or  bear  dejected  to  the  lonely  Grove 
The  foft  Defpair  of  unprevailing  Love, — 
Whate'er  the  Theme — thro'  every  Age  and  Clime 
Congenial  Paflions  meet  the'  according  Rhyme ; 


(■'"•) 


The  Pride  of  Glory — Pity's  Sigh  fincere — 
Youth's  earlieft  Blum — and  Beauty'^  V;rgia  Tear, 

Such  is  their  Meed— their  Honors  thus  fecure, 
Whofe  Arts  yield  Obje&s,  and  whofe  Works  endure. 
The  Actor  only,  ihrinks  from  Times  Award ; 
Feeble  Tradition  is  His  Memory's  Guard  ; 
By  whofe  faint  Breath  his  Merits  muft  abide, 
Unvouch'd  by  Proof— to  Subftance  unallied! 
Ev'n  matchlefs  Garrick's  Art  to  Heav'n  refign'd, 
No  fix'd  Effeft,  no  Model  leaves  behind! 

The  Grace  of  Action— the  adapted  Mien 
Faithful  as  Nature  to  the  varied  Scene ; 

c  %  w 
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Th'  expressive  Glance — whofe  fubtle  Comment  draws 

Entranc'd  Attention,  and  a  mute  Applaufe  ; 

Gesture  that  marks,  with  Force  and  Feeling  fraught, 

A  Senfe  in  Silence,  and  a  Will  in  Thought ; 

Harmonious  Speech,  whofe  pure  and  liquid  Tone 

Gives  Verfe  a  Mulie,  fcarce  confefs'd  its  own ; 

As  Light  from  Gems,  afTumes  a  brighter  Ray 

And  cloathed  with  Orient  Hues,  tranfcends  the  Day  ! — 

Passion's  wild  Break — and  Frown  that  awes  the  Senfe, 

And  every  Charm  of  gentler  Eloquence— 

All  perifhable ! — like  the'  Ele£tric  Fire 

But  ftrike  the  Frame — and  as  they  ftrike  expire ; 

Incenfe  too  pure  a  bodied  Flame  to  bear, 

It's  Fragrance  charms  the  Senfe,  and  blends  with  Air, 

Where 
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Whe're  then — while  funk  in  cold  Decay  he  lies, 
And  pale  Eclipfe  for  ever  veils  thofe  Eyes ! — 
Where  is  the  bleft  Memorial  that  enfures 
Our  Garrick's  Fame  ? — whofe  is  the  Truft  ? — 'tis  Yours. 

And  O !  by  every  Charm  his  Art  enay'd 
To  footh  your  Cares  ! — by  every  Grief  allay 'd  ! 
By  the  hufh'd  Wonder  which  his  Accents  drew  I 
By  his  laft  parting  Tear,  repaid  by  you  ! 
By  all  thofe  Thoughts,  which  many  a  diftaht  Night, 
Shall  mark  his  Memorv  with  a  fad  Deliojit  ! — 
Still  in  your  Heart's  dear  Record  bear  his  Name ; 
Cherifh  the  keen  Regret  that  lifts  his  Fame; 
To  you  it  is  bequeath'd,  affert  the  Truft, 
And  to  his  Worth — 'tis  all  you  can — be  just. 

D  What 
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What  more  is  due  from  fan£tifying  Time, 
To  chearful  Wit,  and  many  a  favour'd  Rhyme, 
O'er  his  grac'd  Urn  {hall  bloom,  a  deathlefs  Wreatli, 
Whofe  blofTom'd  Sweets  {hall  deck  the  Maik  beneath. 
For  thefe, — when  Sculpture's  votive  Toil  mall  rear 
The  due  Memorial  of  a  Lofs  fo  dear ! — 
O  lovlieit  Mourner,  Gentle  Muse  !  be  thine 
The  pleafing  Woe  to  guard  the  laurell'd  Shrine. 
As  Fancy,  oft  by  Superftition  led 
To  roam  the  Manflons  of  the  fainted  Dead, 
Has  view'd,  by  fhadowy  Eve's  unfaithful  Gloom, 
A  weeping  Cherub  on  a  Martyr's  Tomb- 
So  thou,  fweet  Muse,  hang  o'er  his  fculptur'd  Bier, 
With  patient  Woe,  that  loves  the  lingering  Tear  ; 
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With  Thoughts  that  mourn — nor  yet  defire  Relief 
With  meek  Regret,  and  fond  enduring  Grief  ; 
With  Looks  that  fpeak — He  never  (hall  return  !— - 
Chilling  thy  tender  Bofom  clafp  his  Urn ; 
And  with  foft  Sighs  difperfe  the'  irreverend  Dufl> 
Which  Time  may  ftrew  upon  his  facred  Bint. 


****** 
***** 
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Theatric  wars  I  sing ! — awake  my  Muse, 

Where'er  thou  slumb'rest  f  in  adjacent  stews, — 

Or  on  some  bulk,  the  Poet's  couch  of  old, 

Snor'st  midnight  out,  gin-proof  'gainst  rain  and  cold  ; 

Awake  I  say  !  and  if  a  cold  thou  catch, 

Thou  rampant  wench  !  thy  voice  shall  better  match 

This  theme,  whose  tocsin  Discord's  self  should  swell 

In  notes  to  fright  the  boldest  imp  of  hell. 

Say  first !  for  thou  know'st  all  about  it,  say  ! 
(So  may  thy  darlings  hold  their  duns  at  bay) 

B 
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What  mov'd  that  mighty  Personage, — the  Town, 

Order's  best  child,  to  knock  Decorum  down, 

And  plum'd  by  Wit,  with  Art  and  Science  grac'd, 

To  pitch  his  legions  'gainst  the  Throne  of  Taste — 

The  Throne  of  Taste  a  gloomy  Tyrant  held, 

Who  scorn'd  his  subjects  meek,  their  claims  repell'd, 

Forgot,  inebriate  with  unbounded  sway, 

That  those  who  gave  the  crown,  can  take  away, 

And  full  adopting,  in  prescription  strong, 

That  glorious  maxim,   u  Kings  can  do  no  wrong," 

Impos'd  new  taxes,  yet  allodg'd  no  cause, 

And  hir'd  the  Law  to  violate  the  Laws  ; 

This  rous'd  the  Town,  this  imp'd  its  vengeance  on 

To  dash  the  diadem  from  the  brows  of  John — 

The  Muse,  deep-crimson'd  with  spontaneous  shame, 

Grieves  that  this  Tyrant  owns  no  loftier  name 

To  grace  the  heroic  page,  but  John  it  is, 

And  firm  in  truth,  she  braves  the  Critic's  quiz. 

Now,  when  the  Temple,  taught  by  Smirke  to  n 
Bade  Covent-Garden  gape  with  all  her  eyes, 


The  Thespian  Queens,  when  night  involv'd  the  dome 

In  silence  entered  their  imputed  home  $ 

Like  Macbeth's  wife,  just  risen  from  her  bed, 

Stalk'd  in  Melpomene,  with  solemn  tread  ; 

But  gay  Thalia,  foe  to  stately  starch, 

Trip'd  in  like  Beatrice,  with  looks  as  arch. 

As  some  fair  bride-maid,  when  the  bride  so  bright, 

She  tucks  in  bed,  and  says — "  My  dear,  good  night." 

Thus  while  with  graceful  negligence  she  moves, 

Her  airy  mien  the  Tragic  Muse  reproves, 

Sister!  she  cries,  forbear  tV»p«p  thoughtless  smiles, 

No  season  this  for  mirth's  fantastic  wiles, 

Our  Empire  totters,  Reason's  reign  is  o'er, 

And  crowds  deluded,  idol  gods  adore  ; 

Alas !  what  boots  it  that  our  Statues  stand, 

Breathing  from  Rossi's  or  from  Flaxman's  hand, 

Without  this  Temple,  if  despis'd  within, 

Our  pageant  altars  no  devotion  win, 

Erewhile  expell'd  from  Italy  and  France, 

By  those  dread  foes  to  Reason,  Song  and  Dance ; 


Westward,  thou  know'st  we  sail'd,  of  anguish  full, 

And  gain'd  a  kind  reception  from  John  Bull. 

Untam'd  and  factious,  this  eccentric  man, 

Seem'd  at  that  time  a  perfect  Caliban, 

Like  Prospero,  we  humaniz'd  his  nature, 

And  made  the  brute  a  reasonable  creature. 

But  now  !  what  woes  await  us,  sister  dear ! 

Fierce  Persecutrix!  Song  pursues  us  here, 

Caught  in  the  Syren's  meshes,  Sense  lies  dead, 

Or  living,  writhes  as  on  Procruste's  bed  ; 

And  lo  !  enchanted  by  her  Circean  strain, 

John  Bull  relapses  to  a  brute  again. 

Soon,  like  two  country  strollers,  may  we  wander, 

And  gain  no  more  respect  than  goosy-gander, 

Or  penny  less,  walk  London  streets,  and  then — 

Obtain  credentials  for  the  Magdalen  ; 

What's  to  be  done  to  save  us  from  destruction  ? 

W e're  not  Camelion's,  and  can't  live  on  suction. 

What's  to  be  done  !  the  sportive  sister  cries, 
While  roguish  twincklings  animate  her  eyes, 


To  save  thy  empire,  something  shall  be  done, 
And  mine,  the  scheme  shall  fertilize  with  fun — 
Yet  sister,  in  thy  fears,  our  situation 
I  think,  has  suffer'd  some  exaggeration  ; 
John  Bull,  though  oft  in  depths  of  folly  cast, 
Has  sterling  sense,  which  buoys  him  up  at  last. 
John  shines  pre-eminent  in  painting,  writing : 
And,  if  well  General'd,  beats  the  world  in  fighting 
But  John  must  be  a  Creighton,  skill'd  in  all  things, 
And  thirsts  for  praise  alike  in  great  and  small  things 
When,  to  display  his  taste  and  sensibility, 
T' wards  these  vile  squallers,  scene  of  risibility  ! 
Entrancd,  he  opes  his  mouth,  and  shuts  his  eyes, 
Draws  in  his  breath,  and  melts  in  extacies ; 
Twixt  you  and  I,  my  dear  !  there's  nothing  in  it, 
He'd  ten  times  rather  hear  a  thrush  or  linnet, 
Yet,  though  his  reason  novel-nonsense  blind 
Awhile,  full  soon  he  whiffs  it  to  the  wind. — 
But  sister,  what  most  irritates  my  feelings, 
Is  thy  proud  son's  incorrigible  dealings  ; 
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Thy  son,  King  John :  deputed  to  the  throne, 

He  weilds  thy  sceptre  for  himself  alone. 

While  Fortune's  subaltern,  with  strict  fidelity 

He  serv'd  thy  cause,  and  with  no  mean  ability  ; 

Of  front  imperial,  and  of  six-foot  stature, 

He  seem'd,  indeed,  thy  delegate  by  nature ; 

But  rich  and  idle  grown  in  thy  promotion, 

Ingrate !  he  scorns  to  yield  thee  due  devotion, 

And  all  that  melts  with  pity,  thrills  with  awe, 

Sinks  in  one  long  monotonous  paw-waw — 

My  pride,  tis  true,  he  never  chose  to  flatter 

With  ardent  courtship,  and  tis  no  great  matter, 

If  e'er  for  me  he  breath'd  one  gentle  wish, 

It  struck  me  flat,  like  a  Torpedo  fish  ; 

Yet,  though  King  John  and  I've  been  mutual  scoffers, 

Frankly  I've  help'd  thy  hand  to  cram  his  coffers, 

And  now,  oh  shame!  though  conscious  that  he  owes 

His  all  to  us,  he  pays,  protects  our  foes, 

And  turns  us  both,  unpension'd  out  of  doors, 

As  Royal  Generals  serve  their  ugly  whores. 


By  heaven  !  those  passions  that  his  conduct  urge 
I'll  wield  as  instruments  his  back  to  scourge, 
Him,  lank-jaw'd  Avarice,  foremost  of  his  vices, 
Shall  instigate  to  raise  our  Temple's  prices ; 
Of  this  encroachment,  through  th'  indignant  nation, 
Our  squalling  foes  shall  bear  the  imputation, 
Then  Pence  and  Patriot'sm  shall  rouse  the  rabble, 
And  Song  shall  perish  in  the  mighty  squabble. — 

The  Muse  thus  promised,  and  she  kept  her  word- 
But  who  shall  dare  the  dire  event  record  ? 
What  pomp  of  words,  what  language  can  recite 
The  Mob's  resentment  ?— that  disastrous  Nighf 
In  verse,  primeval,  but  in  prose,  the  first — 
When  Discord's  bombs  in  all  directions  burst — 
King  John  unheard,  George  Colman's  lines  rehearses  : 
(How  could'st  thou,  Colman !  write  those  doggrell  verses 
Know,  George !  though  potent  in  the  comic  strain, 
Not  Hogarth's  self  excells  thy  genuine  vein, 
Thy  serious  powers,  which  clears  the  prologue-mystery 
Resemble  Hogarth's  when  he  painted  history.) 
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Digressions  faulty,  but  my  Muse  was  glad 

To  'scape  the  tumult,  for  it  made  her  mad ; 

Around  Melpomene's  asserted  throne 

Roll'd  horrors,  more  tremendous  than  her  own, 

It  seem'd,  each  hostile  element  that  dwells 

In  earth's  dark  womb,  had  burst  their  central  cells, 

And  fierce  encountering,  pour'd  anarchic  rage, 

Darkness  and  death,  on  this  devoted  stage — 

King  Hamlet's  ghost  had  trembled  here  to  find 

A  hotter  hell  than  that  he  left  behind, 

And,  spite  of  all  his  Son  could  say,  had  flown 

Back  to  his  oven,  ere  the  cock  had  crown — 

Nay,  Banquo's  spirit,  that  eventful  night, 

Skulk'd  underground,  afraid  to  face  the  light, 

The  weird  hags  to  spur  him  to  his  postr 

With  gills  of  brandy  drench'd  the  coward-ghost, 

That  not  even  then  would  venture  to  the  banquet, 

Till  Hecate  swore  she'd  toss  him  in  a  blanket ; 

Macbeth  beheld  him,  reeling  to  his  station, 

Nor  ere  before  betray 'd  such  trepidation  ; 
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Yel  Banquo's  goblin  had  he  brav'd,  or  worse, 
"  But  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse !" 
Drove  him  half-mad,  and  glad  was  he  no  doubt, 
When  Macduff's  sword  had  fairly  stretch'd  him  out. 

But  though  the  Town  had  shown  such  glorious  gumshun, 
King  John  resolved  to  punish  their  presumption  ; 
He,  the  next  night,  with  Bow-street's  bold  allies, 
(Tho'  much  it  griev'd  his  soul  to  subsidize) 
Advanc'd,  and  these,  so  potent  were  his  fears, 
Ek'd  out  with  Boatmen,  Boxers,  Bludgeoneers. 
Disclos'd — not  quite  in  regular  array, 
But  like  umbrellas  on  a  rainy  day  ; 
Black  on  the  House  the  threat'ning  phalanx  cowers ; 
Black  from  the  threatn'd  House  Defiance  lours ; 
Grim  Fate  stands  ardent  on  the  edge  of  war, 
And  Death's  spread  jaws  await  th*  impending  jar — 
Full  in  the  front,  the  Hero  of  the  stage, 
Stood  mighty  Townshend,  unsubdued  by  age, 
Large  as  a  hogshead  stood,  as  brown  and  big, 
And  shook  the  flaxen  honors  of  his  wig— - 
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First  on  the  Pit  he  star'd,  denouncing  thunder, 

The  marshall'd  Pit,  yet  scorning  to  knock  under, 

Star'd  back  his  stare,  with  dreadful  faces  cram'd, 

While  each  audacious,  seem'd  to  say — "  be  d — d;" 

Their  thoughts  he  fathom'd,  and  his  painted  staff 

Portentous  rais'd — forth  bursts  a  general  laugh — 

Enrag'd,  he  roars,  "  dy'e  take  me  for  a  dolt  ?" 

And  leap'd  among  them  like  a  thunderbolt — - 

Or  would  have  leap'd,  the  Muse  outflys  his  flight, 

A  spike,  ungracious,  caught  this  errant  Knight, 

As  o'er  the  Orchestra  his  weight  he  flung, 

And  down  he  dangled  like  a  truss  of  dung, — 

Held  by  his  breech,  with  gravitating  weight 

His  head  hangs  earthward,  and  inverts  his  fate. 

As  if  a  hungry  glutton,  from  the  spit 

Should  tear  the  twirling  capon,  rush'd  the  Pit, 

While  horns,  trumps,  cat-calls,  burst  in  mingling  bray. 

And  urge  the  hosts  to  seize  the  pendant  prey  : 

Swift  to  the  Runner's  rescue  jump'd  his  crew, 

Then  cymbals  smash'd,  flutes  fritter'd,  fiddles  flew, 

— aiw  <t'ul  to  8'ioaod  asxeft  sdi  food?  Inir 


And  Tweedle-dum  aghast,  and  Tweedle-dee, 
Ask'd,like  Free-thinkers,  "why  such  things  should  be?'* 
But  Townshend,  as  the  Civet-cat  repells 
The  hunter-train  with  suffocative  smells, 
Full  from  his  breech,  that  gap'd  with  ghastly  rent, 
On  his  fierce  foes  repulsive  odours  sent — 
Yet  still  uncheck'd,  each  bold  assailant  closes, 
Fight  with  one  hand,  with  one  hand  stop  their  nozes, 
While  Townshend's  legions  scorn  from  smell  to  shrink, 
Fight  with  both  hands,  and  glory  in  the  stink. 
Fierce  round  the  carcase,  while  the  hosts  contend, 
The  brave  Macmanus,  his  incumbent  friend 
Thrice  rais'd,  and  thrice  re pell'd  from  out  the  ring, 
By  force  unequal,  left  him  still  to  swing- 
But  now  King  John,  who  from  the  side-scene's  shade,. 
With  calm  regard  the  work  of  fate  survey 'd, 
Bespoke  attendant  Wright,  a  mighty  name, 
Whose  rainbow  eyes  spoke  pugilistic  fame, 
To  him,  with  eyes,  blue,  yellow,  green,  and  red,. 
King  John,  with  much  deliberation,  said— 
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"  See  !-where-yon-spike-our-much-lov'd-Hero-catches, 

And-foes-vindictive-load-his-bones-with-acte, 

Foes-that-so-nmnfully-maintain-their-^oste?, 

As-if-they'd-never-leave-them-but-as-g^os/&?, 

Go  !-rescue-Mister-Townshend,-Mister-Wright : 

Our-will-ordains-he-shall-not-die-to-night.,, 

Full  on  the  Pit,  ere  half  the  words  he'd  said, 

Fell  Wright  impetuous,  like  a  pig  of  lead  ; 

As  Elephants  the  forest-boughs  divide, 

Ponderous,  he  swept  the  throng  from  side  to  side, 

Heav'd  Townshend  up — steam-engines  thus  at  once 

Lift  waggon  loads — thus  Interest  lifts  a  dunce — 

And  plac'd  him  on  his  legs,  while  round  and  round, 

He  star'd  and  splutter' d  like  a  man  half-drown'd, 

Yet  soon  recovering  from  his  frantic-fear, 

Ask'd,  self-communing,  c  wherefore  am  I  here  V 

To  stand  a  laughing  stock  ?  oh  dire  disgrace ! 

By  all  th'  incongruous  honors  of  my  place, 

By  all  the  scenes  I've  past,  obscure  or  splendid, 

Thieves  at  the  JDrop — or  Lords  at  Court  attended: 
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1*11  do  a  deed  to  petrify  the  world  ! — 

With  that,  he  casta  glance,  where  high  unfurl'd, 

By  squadrons  hem'd,  and  in  the  centre  rais'd, 

Proud  o'er  the  Pit,  Rebellion's  banner  blaz'd  ; 

This  glittering  ensign  an  inscription  bore, 

"  Old  Prices,"  words  emphatic  !  nothing  more — 

And  stream'd,  while  Ladies'  fans  supply 'd  a  gale, 

In  air  portentous  like  a  comet's  tail ; 

To  bear  this  standard,  that  eventful  night, 

One  Quill-drive  claim'd,  a  stripling  tall,  but  slight;* 

Him  Townshend  thus  accosts  :  thou  desperate  wight ! 

Drop  that  vile  rag !  betake  thyself  to  flight ! 

Laugh  ye  not,  Gods  !  when  mortals  blind  and  rash, 

Thus  hazard  whipping  for  a  bit  of  flash  ? — 

Fly  while  thou  may'st !  repent  thy  conduct,  dark  as 

Bridewell's  worst  cell,  that  yawns  to  snap  thy  carcase— 

*  That  proud  honor'claim'd, 
Azazel  as  his  right,  a  Cherub  tall.— 

Milton, 

E 
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To  whom  the  gallant  youth,  untaught  to  yield, 
Think'st  thou  with  words  to  scare  me  from  the  field  ? — 
Words !  roars  the  Nab,  one  word  shall  pierce  thee  through, 
Know  that  my  name  is  Townshend! — who  are  you? 

While  Townshend's  vast  rotundity  he  eyed, 
With  look  undaunted  thus  the  youth  reply'd: — 

*Ah !  what  avails  it  to  record  a  name, 
Or  aught  from  Wealth  or  Ancestry  to  claim  ? 
'Tis  merit  only  makes  us  heirs  to  fame — 

*  Having  had  the  honor  of  "  sharing  in  the  perils  I  relate,"  I  felt  most 
forcibly  impressed,  throughout  the  whole  of  this  tremendous  warfare,  with 
the  truth  of  that  literary  axiom — f?  Nature  and  Homer  are  the  same — "  but 
particularly  during  my  friend  Quilldrive's oration — His  conductin  this  instance, 
was  precisely  that  of  the  heroes  in  the  Iliad,  who  so  often  stop,  in  the  heat 
of  battle,  and  on  the  very  edge  of  encounter,  to  <fescant  on  the  particulars 
of  their  birth,  parentage,  and  education ;  a  proper  preclude,  perhaps,  to  what 
very  frequently  follows  :  their  last  dying  speech  and  confession. — The  reader 
will  take  this  as  a  good-natured  hint  to  prevent  his  finding  fault  with 
Mr.  Quilldrive's  honysuckles,  bird-bottles,  &c.  or  indeed,  zvith  any  thing 
else  in  this  poem — Homer  may  pop  out,  like  Ulysses  from  his  rags,  and  trans- 
fix him  when  he  least  expects  it,  in  the  'midst  of  his  critical  banquet. 
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From  London  far,  my  native  air  I  drew  $ 
Two  elms  beside  my  father's  cottage  grew, 
The  lattice-windows  honysuckles  grac'd, 
And  o'er  them  two  large  bird-bottles  were  plac'd ; 
Within,  two  colour'd  prints  adorn'd  the  wall, 
One  fram'd  and  glaz'd:  one  pin  d,  not  fram'd  at  ail- 
Quite  ignorant  of  Life,  I  came  to  town, 
A  gem  unpolish'd,  an  uncultur'd  clown; 
Till  by  kind  Fortune  plac'd,  to  drive  the  quill 
In  England's  bank — my  occupation  still- 
Full  soon  the  rustic  rust  I  gan  to  rub 
From  this  fair  form  and  mounting  from  the  grub  ; 
On  Fashion's  wings,  I  soar'd  a  first  rate  blade, 
Splendid  at  Ball,  Flay,  Opera,  Masquerade- 
There,  oft  the  officers  of  Peace  I've  seen  ! 
Pacing  with  mild  placidity  of  mien, 
Engaging  souls  !  nor  thought  I  e'er  to  see 
Conduct  like  this,  and  least  of  all  from  thee  ! 
But  wherefore  waste  we  words  ?  contention  vain  f 
In  this  we  yield  to  drabs  of  Drury-Lane  ; 
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Let  Women  prate:  let  Men  contend  with  blows — 
With  that,  he  aim'd  his  fist  at  Townshend's  nose, 
But  Townshend  stooping,  his  resentment  sped 
Its  desperate  course  on  Nicholas  Nabman's  head. 
Poor  Nicholas  Nabman  !  staggering  as  he  stumbled, 
Police  recoil'd,  and  all  her  bowells  grumbled ; 
For  services  long  tried,  to  her  employ 
He  came,  promoted  from  a  Jailer's  boy  ; 
Already  signal iz'd  by  deeds  of  fame, 
St.  Giles's  trembled  at  his  rising  name : 
When  bright  in  Bow-street's  earliest  bloom,  he  fell, 
Sent  by  young  Quilldrive's  furious  fist  to  hell- 
To  hell  he  sent  him,  as  a  bard  might  say, 
But  Nick  was  seen,  in  White-hart  yard,  next  day. 

But  Townshend,  broiling  as  he  saw  him  bleed, 
Towers  on  tremendous  to  avenge  the  deed, 
In  vain  the  Clerk  his  torrent  rage  withstands, 
He  tears  the  standard  from  his  struggling  hands; 
Then,  where  the  neckcloth  o'er  the  mastoid  past, 
Grasp'd  tight  the  bard,  and  held  his*  victim  fast, 
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Smash'd  his  In^d  ttrtrndaeon.  on  j&s  echoing  9£0#$ft, 
And  drag'd  him  prostrate  o'ertfine  sea^s.  at  once— 
Th'  astonished  Pit,  electric,  terrors  thrill, 
E'en  Valour's       shrunk  back,  and  War  stood-  still ! 
Portentous  pause ! — soon  with  augmented  roar, 
Like  whirlwinds  raging  on  the  wintry  shore, 
Exploding  thunders  all  the  Boxes  rend, 
And  peals  redoubled  from  the  Pit  ascend. 
Alone  unmov'd  the  Galleries  mark'd  the  Jiiss9 
And  seemed  to  say — "  Vy,  vat's  all  this  to  us  ?" 
Like  Epicurus1  deities,  they  sate, 
Or  lolPd  and  look'd,  but  meddled  not  with  fate  ; 
No  thunders  burst  from  then-  sublime  abodes-— 
'Twas  said,  indeed,  that  midst  these  neutral  Gods, 
Dark  Bribery  had  infus'd  her  poisons  fell — 
In  heavenly  minds  can  such  corruption  dwell  ?— 
With  ^iant  strides  while  Townshend  towering  strong, 
Drag'd  luckless  Quill-drive  tVards  the  Stage  along, 
Just  so  Grimalkin  drags  the  tremb'ling  mouse- 
Charge!  rescue  1  rescue!  rings  throughout  the  House; 
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Beaux  flew  to  battle  brisk  as  bantam  cocks, 

Man  call'd  to  Man,  and  Box  exhorted  Box! 

There,  where  Gentility  was  wont  provide, 

And  well-dress'd  simperers  bow'd  from  side  to  side, 

There  bellow'd  Uproar,  there  Confusion  storm'd, 

Like  fifty  Irish  fish-fags  whisky-warm'd  ; 

Indeed,  compar'd  with  this  infernal  riot, 

A  Cock-and-Hen  Club  had  seem'd  mild  and  quiet. — 

Valour  in  every  varied  shape  is  seen, 

With  fire-fraught  visage,  or  prudential  mien  ; 

Fierce  to  the  Pit,  some  leap  with  light'ning  flight : 

At  distance,  others  more  discreetly  fight, 

Pears,  apples,  oranges,  on  Townshend's  head 

They  hurl  incessant:  from  that  lump  of  lead 

The  balls  rebound,  in  showers  prolific  drop, 

And  all  the  Pit  appears  a  fruiterer's  shop  ; 

Beneath  the  seats,  fall'n  Warriors  stretch Yl  at  length, 

Sit  up  and  munch,  and  so  recruit  their  strength. 

Soft  rain-drops  thus,  when  fierce  with  feverish  gfcw 

The  Dog-star  burns,  refresh. the. plains -below; 
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And,  thus  with  lolling  tongue  and  glazing  eye, 

Fall'n  War-steeds  lap  the  blood  in  which  they  lie — 

But  now,  in  Fortune's  thumping  pair  of  scales 

High  balanc'd,  Townshend  mounts :  the  Town  prevails  ; 

For  zealous  friends  surround  the  captive  Clerk, 

Tug,  and  disjoint  his  limbs  at  every  jerk  ; 

Perch'd  in  his  gasping  mouth,  his  soul  for  flight 

Appeared  impatient — very  well  she  might — 

Oppressed,  exhausted,  Townshend's  iron  grasp 

At  length  'gan  loosen  its  tenacious  clasp  ; 

His  faithful  Myrmidons  bestrew  the  ground,. 

His  foes  encrease  their  buffets  thickening  round 

Sweats  bathe  his  carcase,  as  untir'd  they  toil  : 

It  seem'd,  their  fists  had  broke  a  jar  of  oil, 

Oil  mix'd  with  blood — so  Whales  suffuse  the  tides, 

When  fierce  Harpooners  pierce  their  blubbery  sides  ; 

Then  rais'd  the  Chief  his  frantic  voice  afar, 

And  summon'd  Wright  to  aid  th'  unequal  war — 

Oh  friend !  oh  chief !  in  perils  tried  ere  now, 

Renown'd  in  Night-cells,  glorious  in  a  row, 
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Now  stir  thy  trotters!'  now  'tfssfegfUy  friend! 
Or  Quilt-drive  'scapes,  and  alij  my  glories  end  ! — - 
Appearing  instant  where  the  cohorts  clos'd, 
Collossal  Wright  hh  brawny  bulk  opposed, 
With  arms  high  brandish'd,  terrible  he  stood, 
Like  some  tall  Oak  when  tempests  tear  the  wood — 
Tho'  Townshend  sunk  before  th'  infuriate  mob, 
To  level  W  right  they  found  a  different  job — 
As  when  a  Drunkard,  reeling  home  at  night, 
A  pump  encounters  in  his  zig-zag  flight, 
He  damns  the  rascal  who  obstructs  his  way, 
And  'gins  dire  buffets  on  his  sides  to  lay ; 
Unmov'd,  unterrified,  the  pump  stands  stilly 
Alike  indifferent  to  his  strength  and  skill ; 
Incens'd,  the  Bacchanal  repeats  his  blows, 
And  blood,  quick  spirting,  o'er  his  fingers  flows  5 
So  mighty  Wright  his  furious  foes  defied, 
So  bore  their  blows,  unmov'd,  unterrified, 
So,  deep-incens'd,  they  dealt  their  blows  about, 
From  their  mash'd  knuckles,  so  the  blood  burst  out, 


Wright  seem'd,  with  pump-like  apathy,  to  cry 

M  Now,  who's  hurt  most,  you  Blockheads!  you  or  I  ?" 

Nor  yet  till  Townshend  to  the  stage  made  way, 

And  safe  beneath  deposited  his  prey, 

Stir'd  he  a  step :  then  turn'd,  with  such  a  look 

As  Patriots  cast  on  the  red-letter  book: 

And  what  exceedingly  his  fameenhanc'd, 

Retir'd  as  slow  as  Chatham  erst  advanc'd — 

The  Mob  march  out,  their  bravest  leader  lost, 
A  pale,  disbanded,  melancholy  host ; 
Augment,  with  tears,  each  gutter  in  the  street, 
And  blubber  out  the  news  to  all  they  meet ; 
Crowds  swell'd  the  clamour  as  the  tidings  spread, 
And  Quilidrive  captiv'd,  mourn'd  as  Quilldrive  dead; 
In  every  gin-shop,  Grief's  still  shower  descends, 
Where,  friends  to  Virtue,  all  were  Quilldrives  friends  ; 
Nought  then  was  heard  but  elegiac  moans, 
Convulsive  sobbings,  and  sepulchral  groans; 
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With  deeper  glooms  while  Night  involv'd  the  skies, 
She  burst  the  tombs,  and  bade  the  Spectres  rise, 
These  sail'd  the  streets,  enwrapt  in  vapours  damp, 
And  paler  lustres  gleam'd  from  every  lamp  ; 
Piqu'd  at  this  slight,  the  spectres  strode  the  blast, 
And  smash'd  those  lamps,  resentful  as  they  pass'd, 
Then  fled  in  shape  of  beaux ;  vain,  shadowy  brood! 
And  mock'd  the  hallowing  Watchmen  that  pursued. 

Now,  while  King  John  and  Townshend,  hob-a-nob, 
Drank  healths  and  gloried  in  their  evening's  job  ; 
The  Sister  Muses,  pondering  past  events, 
Sate,  like  two  moon-struck  Generals  in  their  tents ; 
When  on  an  Enemy's  invaded  borders, 
Not  knowing  what  to  do,  they  wait  for  orders, — 
The  Tragic  Queen  averts  her  woeful  brow, 
And  e'en  Thalia  lost  her  spirits  now  ; 
Loose  flow'd  her  ringlets,  shading  as  they  fell 
Those  eyes  where  Love's  insiduous  archers  dwell- 
Indeed,  dear  sister  !  piteously  she  said, 
I  hav'nt  hit  the  right  nail  on  the  head ; 
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And  since  in  this  first  act,  my  wit  I've  spent  all, 

'Tis  time,  like  Reynolds,  to  turn  sentimental — 

Sister  !  exclaims  Melpomene,  rejoice! 

My  hopes  rekindle  ! — then  with  lifted  voice 

She  call'd  on  Discord,  where  the  Fury  fell, 

Sate  hatching  Statesmen  in  the  depths  of  Hell ; 

Swift  at  the  call,  th'  attentive  Fury  sprung, 

Left  in  their  eggs  her  Ministerial  young,* 

In  clouds  pestiferous  wrapt  her  form  obscene, 

Shot  up  to  Earth,  and  stood  before  the  Queen.— 

Snakes,  five  yards  long,  her  gloomy  brows  entwist 
That  writhing,  like  an  angry  audience  hiss'd, 
And  toads,  sweet  pets  !  hung  sucking  at  her  breast, 
While  thus  the  Queen  her  Devilship  address'd  : — 

"  If  e'er  my  scenes,  thro*  all  their  boundless  scope, 
Sublim'd  with  pistol,  poison,  rape,  and  rope  ! 


*  The  circumstance  of  Discord  having  left  her  brood  of  Ministers  un- 
hatch'd ;  accounts  for  their  present  scarcity  in  the  political  market. 
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Had  charms  for  thee — if  Lovers  hung  in  strings 

Like  tallow  candles — or  if  slaughtered  Kings 
Delight  thee  more— or  (here  she  paus'd  and  wept) 

Chaste  Virgins  ravish'd,  while  they  soundly  slept — 

Assist  me  now — King  John  conspires  my  fall : 

These  scenes  must  sink,  thy  cupboard  cordials  all ! 

Go  !  ere  yon  Chiefs  complete  my  soul's  distress, 

Distract  their  councils,  and  avert  success." 

Whenever  Discord  can  occasion  catch 
She's  sure  to  work  with  wonderful  dispatch  ; 
Skilfc'd,  through  the  world's  wide  range,  her  bones  to 
throw 

For  human  passions,  anarchs  grim!  to  gnaw — 
Her  meagre  arm  protruding,  quick  she  stands 
Where  the  pleas' d  chiefs  congratulant  shook  hands, 
Deep>in  their  hearts*  tmnsfix'd  her  dragon  claws, 
Viewless,  and  soon  their  rancour  found  fit  :  causes-- 

For  Townshepd,  who  in  right  of  Victors  stout, 
Had  tuiui'd  yQurignQuilldrive's  pockets,  inside-out, 
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One  sole  Half-crown,  which  there  unrivaU'd  shone  ; 
1  From  helpless  Quilldrive's  pocket  to  his  own 
Instinctively  his  magnet  fingers  drew  ; 
This,  Bow-street  Officers  are  wont  to  do 
With  Prisoners  purses,  spite  of  all  denial, 
To  lay  by  safe  for  them — till  time  of  trial. 
Yet  ere  he  gave  this  instance  of  cupidity, 
He  eyed  the  coin  with  wonderful  avidity, 
Just  as  an  Ape  that  has  an  apple  found, 
Before  he  eats  it,  views  it  round  and  round. 

But  when  King  John  beheld  the  glittering  prize, 
His  kindling  soul  leapt  ardent  to  his  eyes, 
Townshend  !  he  cries,  the  battles  spoils  resign  ! 
In  right  of  sovereignty,  I  claim  them  mine — 
Make  no  demands,  but  for  reward,  d'ye  see, 
Trust  to  thy  Monarch's  generosity — 

ii 


As  thus  he  spoke,  th'  attendants  'gan  to  nudge 

Each  others  elbows— wink'd,  and  whisper'd  fudge— 

■  i 

Then  Townshend  thus — that  promises  are  sport, 
Experience  tells  me,  for  IVe  been  at  Court. 
Nor,  for  the  chance  of  empires,  would  I  miss 
A  certain  good,  contemptible  as  this — 
But  thou  !  whose  Bloomsbury  Palace  counts  five  stories, 
Who  reign'st  sublime  in  terrors  and  in  glories  ; 
Before  whose  throne  unnumber'd  monarchs  bow 
For  one  pound  one  per  week — I  say !  shalt  thou, 
Pervert  thy  power,  thy  royalty  let  down 
In  paltry  contest  for  a  poor  half-crown  ? 

The  Monarch's  visage  glow'd,  he  turn'd  aside, 
Cough'd,  blow'd  his  nose — and  then  sedate  replied — 

Tis  not  beneath  a  King  with  pounds  to  mix  pence, 
Or  know  that  half-a-crown  makes  two  and  sixpence — 
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That  love  of  pelf  which  nature's  hand  impress'd, 
Hard  fates  fix'd  firmer  in  my  youthful  breast. 
Scarce  had  this  black-bird*  perch'd  upon  my  face, 
Roughening  my  chin  with  manhoods  gristly  grace ; 
When  destin'd  long  to  fill  a  parson's  part, 
But  drawn  by  Instinct  to  the  Thespian  cart,  * 
I  fled:  despite  of  sacerdotal  law, 
And  blaz'd  at  once,  in  vagabond  eclat. 

Among  th*  erratic  tribes,  I  chanc'd  to  light 
On  one  Tim  Triface,  a  facetious  wight! 

4 

Not  Munden's  self  e'er  out-grimac'd  grimace, 
Like  Tim;  so  mar'd,  so  monkeyfied  his  face, 
Put,  with  each  moment,  such  new  aspects  on ; 
His  audience  wondering  where  the  last  were  gone — 
With  powers  combin'd,  we  roam'd  the  country  through 
Taught  taste  in  barns,  and  rustic  bumpkins  drew 

*  Beard — I  subscribe  the  old  spelling  of  this  word,  as  the  reader,  if  unac 
quainted  with  Mr.  Kerable's  pronunciation,  might  not  understand  the  new. 
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Within  the  circle  of  dramatic  magic, 

With  comic  readings  he:  and  I  with  tragic; 

One  luckless  evening,  I  remember  well, 

The  town  that  wilness'd,  still  this  tale  can  tell; 

When  Mr.  Mayor  prime  speeches  had  selected, 

And  him,  and  all  the  gentry  we  expected  ; 

With  weight  unusual,  lest  the  seats  should  stir, 

To  prop  them  tight,  we  hir'd  a  carpenter  ; 

This  workman  had  a  wife,  that  wife  had  charms, 

And  Triface  clasp  vd  the  wanton  in  his  arms 

With  fierce  desire ;  but  ere  success  could  pall  it, 

He  felt  the  vengeance  of  her  husband's  mallet ; 

This  missile  weapon  hurl'd,  with  frantic  din 

The  half-made  cuckold  roar'd,  the  Town  rush'd  in 

All  arm'd  with  shears,  and  threaten'd  vengeance  meet 

On  Tim,  defiler  of  the  nuptial  sheet. 

I,  yet  untaught  by  an  unborn  event 

To  make  apologies  for  ravishment, 

(Not  then  the  noisy  virtue  of  D —  C  , 

Had  voic'd  my  manhood  like  an  Indian  gong.) 
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I,  apprehending  from  their  vengeance  grim, 
The  fate  of  Abelard,  set  off  with  Tim; 
And  like  mad  Tom,  we  urg'd  our  headlong  flight 
O'er  fen,  bog,  quagmire,  through  the  murky  night, 
Till  Morn  saluted  us  with  smiles  so  bland, 
But,  ah !  she  brought  no  breakfast  in  her  hand  ; 
And  who,  in  that  dire  hour,  with  fingers  rash, 
Had  stol'n  our  purses,  had,  indeed,  stol'n  trash  ; 
Full  on  our  famish 'd  maws,  the  ale-house  sign, 
In  vain,  beam'd  forth  benignity  divine, 
Betwixt  us,  not  one  penny  could  we  muster, 
And  who  gives  breakfasts  for  dramatic  bluster? 
Our  sole  commodity — subdued,  at  length, 
For  all  Pedestrians  boast  not  Barclay's  strength, 
We  sunk  to  earth;  when  each  his  dying  eye 
Upturning  luckily,  we  chanc'd  to  spy 
A  load  of  apples,  on  their  trees  so  tall, 
Exuberant,  glittering  o'er  a  garden  wall. 
So  the  gilt  balls,  hung  o'er  our  Uncle's  shop, 
Invite  the  Wight  necessitous  to  stop. 


Not  with  such  joy,  on  plums  and  pears  so  nice, 

That  top'd  the  verd'rous  wall  of  paradise  ; 

Gaz'd  Satan,  that  fair  garden  prowling  round, 

As  gaz'd  Tim  Triface,  when  this  feast  he  found, 

And  swift,  like  Satan,  he  o'erleap'd  the  bound. 

Seduc'd  to  follow,  yet  accusing  Fate, 

While  I  compunctiously,  and  slowly  ate, 

And  gravely  moraliz'd  on  such  proceedings, 

He  grin'd,  and  gorg'd,  and  laugh'd  at  all  my  readings. 

But  soon — such  vengeance  waits  th'  insulted  law  ! 

A  passing  Clown  our  depredations  saw, 

With  voice  vindictive  rais'd  the  quick  alarm, 

And  men  and  dogs  rush'd  furious  from  the  farm. 

Once  more — for  clubs  can  bruise  and  mastiffs  bite, 

As  well  as  shears  can  cut — we  took  to  flight. 

This  storv^  Gentlemen !  I've  told  to  show 

I've  had  good  reason  money's  worth  to  know. 

Ye  view  me,  glorious  in  imperial  sway, 

And  think  my  coffers  cram'd,  but  hard  to  say, 
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IVe  not  scrap 'd  up,  in  my  dramatic  rounds, 
A  larger  sum  than  fifty  thousand  pounds ; 
Heaven  knows  I  want  it  fifty  thousand  ways, 
And  in  a  workhouse  yet  may  end  my  days. 
Then  Townshend !  cease  dispute — I  mean  to  lay 
This  youth's  half-crown  up  for  a  rainy  day. 

Then  Townshend  thus,  your  story,  sire !  may  be 
A  dev'lish  good  one,  but  'tis  nought  to  me. — 
A  Volunteer,  to  wage  thy  wars,  I  came, 
'Twas  liberal  conduct:  I  deserv'd  the  same. 
Those  whom,  to  night,  I've  maim'd  at  thy  decree, 
Transgress'd  no  law,  nor  had  they  injur 'd  me — 
'Tis  mine,  when  Rooms  of  State,  illumin'd  bright 
With  fashion,  blaze— to  shine  a  satellite 
In  antichambers  plac'd — or  thence  departed, 
See  swindlers  pilloried,  or  strumpets  carted. 
I  draw  no  honor  from  theatric  wars, 
And  therefore  cash  should  recompence  my  scars. 
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But,  since  you  seem  so  mightily  inclin'd 
For  this  half-crown,  I'll  boldly  speak  my  mind : 
Thou  shalt  not  have  it,  be  thou  rude  or  civil, 
Tho'  'twere  to  save  thy  carcase  from  the  devil ! 

What !  darst  thou  then  thy  Monarch's  fury  brave ? 
King  John  vociferates,  thou  audacious  knave ! 
Rebel  accurst  !  by  Heaven,  thy  impious  boldness 
Makes  my  blood  boil,  spite  of  its  natural  coldness: 
Fly!  thou  and  all  thy  myrmidons  together; 
But  for  this  same  half-crown,  base  catch-pole!  whether 
To  me  or  thee,  in  justice  it  belong, 
By  all  the  Gods  !  I'll  have  it,  right  or  wrong — 
Ha  !  think'st  thou  to  escape  me  ?  guards  !  what,  ho  ! 
Quick !  seize  the  treasure,  ere  the  Traitor  go. 

While  their  fierce-jarring  passions  struck  on  this  chord, 
With  ears  prick'd  up  extatieally,  Discord 
Stood  like  a  'Pothecary,  pride  inflated, 

To  see  how  quick  her  poisons  operated. 
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Townshend  retorts  as  loud — who  dares  approafch 

His  brains, i  tho'  casM  with  adamant,  I'll  broach. 
I  dare  thy  vengeance,  I  despise  thy  state, 
Thou  prideJpufr  'd  mummer !  licens'd  runagate! 
Thou  mad'st  thy  entrance  on  thy  earthly  part} 
And  yet  may'st  make  thy  exit — in  a  cart ; 
But  such  vile  exit,  tho'  thy  deeds  portend, 
This  arm  shall  rob  thee  of  that  promis'd  end. 

So  saying,  he  lifted  high  a  noble  stroke, 
Which,  had  it  fall'n,  the  Monarch's  scull  had  broke. 

But  Pallas  then — who  thinks  me  here  a  liar, 
Of  my  friend  Homer,  may  the  truth  inquire. 
He'll  whisper  them,  such  things  are  not  uncommon- 
Pallas,  in  likeness  of  a  chairing  woman  :— 
Full  fifty  such  the  theatre  employs — 
Stept  in,  astonish'd  at  such  hideous  noise, 
And,  quick  as  thought,  repell'd  the  Monarch's  doom, 
By  touching  Townshend's  forehead  with  her  broom* 
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Forbear,  my  son !  the  grey-eyed  Quean  exelaim'd  ; 
Can  this  be  Townshend  ?  art  thou  not  asham'd  ? 
Grac'd,  as  thou  art,  with  laurels  of  Police, 
And,  strongest  prop  of  Peace  :  to  break  the  Peace  ! 
Thou'lt  make  a  pretty  figure,  without  flattery, 
At  thine  own  bar,  tried  for  assault  and  battery ; 
Tho'  John's  unjust,  refrain  from  tricks  like  these  ; 
But  blow  him  up  as  much  as  e'er  you  please ; 
Is  this  half-crown  an  object  for  contention  ? 
A  paltry  trifle !  which  I  blush  to  mention, 
Resign  it,  Townshend,  nor  regret  it  gone, 
Nor  think  thy  honor  soil'd,  for  soon  King  John 
From  the  rouz'd  Town  shall  meet  such  fierce  resistance, 
That  on  his  knees  he'll  sue  for  thy  assistance. 

Then  Townshend,  Goddess!  through  thy  ragsreveal'd 
Thou  show'st  good-breeding  :  the  half-crown  I  yield: 
And  tho'  it  seems  like  parting  with  my  life, 
Thee  I  obey — as  I'd  obey  my  wife — 


35 

Then  from  his  fob's  sequestered  situation,  ' 
Lifts  the  half-crown  in  act  of  resignation. 

As  when  two  lovers,  forc'd  by  fate  to  say 
M  Farewell  for  ever,"  turn  their  heads  away. 
He  turn'd  his  head,  yet  cast  a  glance  askew 
On  the  lov'd  coin,  which  to  the  ground  he  threw. 

Then  thunder'd  thus — the  long-disputed  prize 
Is  thine,  oppressor!  at  thy  feet  it  lies  ! 
But  on  thy  treacherous  head  may  Fortune  fair, 
Descend  unwilling  as  I  throw  it  there  : 
And  dark  Distress  present  her  poison'd  cup 
With  hand  as  rapid  as  thou'lt  pick  it  up. 

Cool  as  a  Jackass  in  St.  Giles's  pound, 
The  Monarch  stoop'd,  and  pick'd  it  from  the  ground. 

Then  Townshend  thus  his  furious  speech  renew'd, 
Oh  foul  injustice  !  rank  ingratitude  ! 
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V 

Was  it  for  this,  for  this,  thou  Despot  base  I 

When  Faction's  hellhounds  bark'd  thee  iu  the  face, 
Like  Hercules,  I  fought  these  monsters  fell, 
And  dragg'd  them  hound,  as  Cerberus  from  hell  ? 
But  tremble  Tyrant !  o'er  thy  guilty  head 
The  Furies  hover,  arm'd  with  vengeance  dread, 
With  all  their  fiends  this  house  shall  soon  be  cramm'd, 
But  if  I  stir  to  save  it,  Til  be  d  d! 

King  John,  whileTownshend  this  dire  threat  preferr'd, 
Eyed  the  half-crown,  but  not  a  sentence  heard  ;      <  > 
He,  ravished  with  the  acquisition  vast, 
Nor  fear'd  the  future,  nor  deplor'd  the  past  ; 
Safe  in  his  hand  he  clutch'd  the  glittering  prey, 
Then  to  the  regal  palace  bent  his  way  ; 
Oft  stopp'd  to  view  it  as  he  pass'd  along, 
And  smil'd  complacence  on  the  gaping  throng.  . 

END  OF  PART  ONE. 

Part  II.  is  in  the  Press  and  will  be  Published  immediately. 
J.  Dean*  Printer,  57,  Wardour-street. 
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ERRATA. 
Page  3,  line  6,  dele  .  at  arch. 
16,  —  20,  for  bard,  read  band. 
18, — 3,  forprovide,  read  preside 
30  —  2,  for  top'd,  read  topp'd. 


.AN 

EPISTLE 


FROM 


JOSEPH    SURFACE,  Esq, 


T  O 


RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN,  Escl 
of  Great  Queen  Street; 

C    H    A    I    R    M    A  N 

OF  THE 

SUB-COMMITTEE  for  WESTMINSTER. 

QUOD  SPIRO  ET  PLACEO    (SI  PLACEO) 
TUUM  EST. 

HORiT. 

LONDON: 
Printed  for  G.  KEARSLY,  N°  46,  in  Fleet  Street. 

M  DCC  LXXX. 

[CE  ONE  SHILLING  AND  SIX  PENCE.  ] 


^^f<CE 


> 


PREFACE. 


J-  T  was  my  intention  to  have  applied  to  the  Weftminfter 
Committee — 

Quern  penes  arbitrium  eft  &  jus  &  norma  loquendi — 

Who  every  day  fo  ably  maintain  the  liberty  of  the  prefs — ■ 
for  their  Imprimatur  on  the  prefent  occafion.  But  as  this, 
like  every  other ,  committee  is  totally  averfe  from  pufji7ig 
uny  of  its  members,  I  was  afraid  the  fa?ic~lion  would  be 
refufed.  My  poem  muf  take  its  cha?ice  without  it —  and 
I  do  folemnly  ajfure  the  Public,  that  no  individual  of  the 
Committee  is  privy  to  the  ufelefs  praifes  it  befows  on  a 
brother  member :  ufelefs,  /  fay ;  becaufe,  as  Shakefpeare 
obferves, 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 

To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 

To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 

Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper  light 

To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  Heaven  to  garniflb, 

I*  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

JOSEPH  SURFACE. 


A  N 

EPISTLE 

T  O 

RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN,  Esq, 
of  Great  Queen  Street. 


literary  children  owe  regard 
M  To  him  who  got  them — their  parental  bard  ? 
Yes — fprung  from  head  or  loins,  we  duty  owe 
To  bard  or  parent.    Nature  wills  it  fo. 

Has  Virgil  claims,  becaufe  he  gave  to  Fame 
A  local  habitation,  and  a  name  ? 
Yes — From  Fame's  trump,  expiring  Time  mail  hear 
Her  father's  praifes  lingering  in  his  ear. 


A 


How 


[  *  ] 

How  ftronger,  Sheridan>  thy  claim  of  praife 
On  jfofeph  Surface  in  his  righteous  days ! 
More  than  his  father,  thou  didft  firft  create, 
And  then  redeem  him  from  a  fallen  ftate ; 
Formed  and  reformed  by  thee.    For  oh  !  thine  art 
Held  up  a  mirror  to  his  finful  part. 
Vice  faw  herfelf.    A  hypocrite  no  more, 
He  now  is  all  Charles  ever  was  before. 
Sir  Oliver  the  crackers  now  forgives  ; 
And  Jofeph)  pardoned,  like  his  nephew  lives. 

Oh  !  then,  my  fire,  by  no  blind  fortune  placed 
To  fill  the  chairs  of  liberty  and  tafte — 
Thou  who  can'ft  guide  a  wild  committee's  fury, 
Or  moderate  the  reins  of  headftrong  Drury — * 
Receive  fuch  praife  as  my  poor  mufe  can  give : 
Praife  is  not  much  to  him  by  whom  I  live. 


*  Moderari  frena  theatri. 


Juvenal, 


[    3  ] 

Nay — damn  not  fentiments.    I  feek  not  now 
To  plant  with  them  Sir  Peter  Teazle's  brow. 
I  tell  thee,  I'm  reform'd  :  each  word's  fincere. 
Thy  Jofeph  Surface  is  no  actor  here. 

Hail,  Irijh  chairman ! — Ireland  too,  all  hail ! 
Thou'lt  fetch  up  Scotland  with  an  eafy  fail. 
Once  more,  all  hail !  Without  a  bull,  I  vow, 
England  turns  out  a  marvellous  milch-cow. 
By  thee  of  white,  and  Scotland  black,  bereft, 
Her  tail  can  hardly  boaft  of  one  hair  left. 

In  mental  powers,  as  in  corporeal,  ftrong — 
Formed  to  beget,  direct,  difperfe  a  throng ; 
At  Brentford>  patriots  freely  to  knock  down ; 
Or,  patriots,  fet  up  Freedom's  trade  in  town ; 
To  carry  chairs  committed  to  their  care ; 
Carry,  nem.  con.  a  fub-committee  chair ; 
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Beget  an  -f  hundred  members  for  the  flate  ; 

Or  teach  our  daughters  how  to  propagate — 

Thefe  are  the  tafks  which  Ireland  condefcends, 

By  day,  by  night,  to  teach  her  Engli/lj  friends. 

Nay — in  our  Commons'  houfe  to  caft  each  part  J,  45 

And  rule  each  playhoufe  with  no  common  art, 

Ireland  her  children  fends — and,  bounty  ftrange  ! 

Don't  afk,  won't  take  a  Colman  in  exchange §. 

f  The  wifdom  of  the  committee  has  determined  one  hundred  additional 
members  of  parliament  to  be  neceflary.    If  half  what  the  prefent  members 

fay  of  each  other  be  true,  they  are  at  prefent  too  numerous. 

j;  When  will  this  country  ever  be  able  to  difcharge  her  obligations  to  Mr. 
Burke,  for  the  difinterefted  trouble  he  gives  himielf  in  parliament  about 
a  country  to  which  he  does  not  belong? 

§  A  relation  of  Lady  Sneerwell  faw  this  matter  in  a  different  light.  This 
gentleman  (Mr.  Samuel  Sne'crvcelT)  was  at  Dublin  during  the  late  conteft  about 
the  management  of  their  theatre.  "  What  afilirance,"  faid  a  lady  in  com- 
pany, "  for  an  Englijhman  to  think  he  will  be  fuffered  to  direct  an  IriJIo 
"  theatre!"  "  And  can  only  be  equalled,  madam,"  added  he,  "  by  an 
"  Irifr:mo.n%  tyrannizing  over  an  Englijlo  theatre." 
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Her's 


C    5  ] 

Her's  are  not  Colchian  bulls ;  they're  oxen  rather, 
Who  till  our  foil. — But  let  them  mind  their  tether  ;  50 
And  not  forget,  'twas  fomething  like  a  bull, 
Who  kicked  the  pail  down  after  it  was  full. 

Yet,  think  not  all  the  world  thy  right  admit, 
Sub)  at  Gamaliel  Fox's  feet,  to  lit. 

Nor  grieve  :  For  Praife,  when  Difcord  ftrains  her  throat, 
Completes  the  concert  with  her  jarring  note. 

Thou  muft  expect,  who  know' ft  the  School  for  Scandal, 
Thy  Sub-committee  will  be  there  a  handle. 
To  thee  the  pencils  of  that  fchool  are  known, 

Thy  patient  ftudy  made  them  all  thine  own ;  60 
And  grouped,  like  Zoffani  §,  in  one  coup  d'ceil. 
The  whole  famed  fchool,  and  every  artift's  ftyle. 

§  This  decent  piece,  which  Zoffani  is  faid  to  have  painted  at  Florence  for 
our  amiable  queen,  will  undoubtedly  be  exhibited  at  the  Royal  Academy.  But 
Titian's  Venus  will  coft  many  a  young  gentleman  more  than  his  milling 
entrance. 

B  Her 


Her  pencil  Lady  Sneerwe/I  ufes  frill  ; 
Her  right-hand  has  not  yet  forgot  its  fkill. 
When  I  left  off,  I  wifhed  her  to  refign. 
But  me  and  Snake  protefted  they  muPt  dine. — 
Then,  Backbite  $  fancy,  nibbling  thy  good  name, 
Feeds  more  than  double  tides  upon  thy  fame. 
But  England  is  not  Egypt  (that's  moft  clear ; 
Since  there  was  corn,  while  we  have  nothing  here) 
yofeph  no  five-fold  meffes  will  permit ; 
And  thou,  Sir  Benjamin,  fhan't  touch  a  bit. 

Plead,  Lady  Sneerwell — Mrs.  Ca?idciir,  try  her  \ 
From  her  own  mouth  we  mail  convict  the  liar. 

This  eldeft-born  of  Scandal  will  maintain 
Thy  proper  province  to  be  Drury  Lane; 
And  thus,  while  Scandal  fwears  fhe's  vaftly  witty, 
The  throne  beileges  of  thy  Sub-committee. 
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"  Our  wife  men  play  the  fool,  and  luft  of  praife 
"  Makes  fage  commanders  fcribble  foolifh  plays*.  80 
"  While  farce-wrights,  doomed  to  fame  by  cruel  fate, 
"  Will  fain  be  actors  in  the  farce  of  ftate. 
"  So  Richlieu  for  a  critic  wifhed  to  pafs, 
"  And  Vanburgh-\  for  a  Burgoyne  or  an  afs. 
<£  Next,  in  fome  farce  Lord  North  muft  play  the  fool,  85 
"  And  Pi  Hon  %  take  his  feat  for  Liverpool ; 

*  The  theatrical  world  has  obligations  to  General  Burgoyne  for  "  The 
"  Maid  of  the  Oaks."  His  famous  parody  of  Othello's  farewell  (hews  alfo 
his  turn  this  way. 

f  Sir  John  Vanhurgh  was  for  "  aut  Ca^far  aut  nullus"  Burgoyne  or 

nothing.  He  deemed  himfelf  ufed  ill  by  fortune,  who  had  deftined  him  to 
fome  fame,  as  an  architect  and  a  play-wright ;  and  was  convinced  that  Provi- 
dence fent  him  into  the  world  to  be  a  modern  Cafar ;  not  to  erect  walls,  but 
to  batter  them  down  not  to  write  comedies,  but  to  provide  others  with 
fubjedts  for  tragedies.  He  took  efpecial  care  therefore  to  be  always  painted 
with  a  general's  truncheon  in  his  hand. — Richlieu  wrote  a  criticifm  on  the 
Cid. 

X  Pillon  is  the  author  of  a  farce  called  "  The  Liverpool  Prize." 


"  Another 
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"  Another  Gamester  Fox  mud  give  the  ftage, 
"  And  gambling  authors  check  a  fpendthrift  age. 

"  But,  can  he  manage  three  whole  flates,  becaufe 
<c  He  cannot  givre  to  one  poor  playhoufe  laws?  90 
"  Great  Britain,  France,  and  Ireland  (for  falfe  Pride 
u  This  french-plate  fceptre  will  not  lay  afide) — 
"  Pit,  box,  and  gallery —  mall  a  pafteboard  god 
ct  Govern  three  mighty  kingdoms  with  a  nod  ! 
<c  King,  lords,  and  commons — muft  all  nature  bow  95 
"  To  the  tin  crown  upon  a  play-wright's  brow  ? — 
"  Say,  mall  a  mummer,  playing  Razor  s  part, 
"  To  fhave  excrefcences  profefs  the  art, 
"  And  clip  the  wrings  of  Parliament  ?  A  Sub, 
"  &  Sheridan,  the  lord's  anointed  fnub||?  100 

-What  will  not  patriots  dare  ? 


The  lord's  anointed  ihubbed  by  a  lord  mayor ! 

Elegiac  epifile  from  an  unfortunate  eleclor  of  Germany  to  his  friend 
Mr.  "Pinchbeck. 

"  Son 
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<c  Son  of  a  player,  and  of  plays  the  fire, 
"  Shall  he  make  kingdoms  dance  with  punch's  wire? — 
"  Then,  coblers,  judge  of  ftatues — Toimny  Hurft, 
"  Be  fpeaker^  of  the  Houfe,  and  Da?i  the  firft — 

•  Flockto7iy 

if  Sir  Fletcher^  Mr.  Thomas  Hurfi's  worthy  predecefibr,  would  not  be 
contented  with  the  praife  of  "  a  fecond  Daniel  come  to  judgment."  What 
follows  is  the  fpirit  of  his  panegyric  on  himfelf — not  lefs  modeft  than  it  was 
merited.    Jofeph  Surface  mall  preferve  it  for  the  admiration  of  pofterity. 

"  I  was  by  far  the  firft  man  in  my  profeflion  when  I  bargained  for  a 
finecure  place.  Though  the  late  Mr.  Torke,  the  prefent  chief  juftice  of  the 
common  pleas,  the  prefent  chancellor,  and  Mr.  Dunning,  were  then  at  the 
bar — I  made  four  or  five  times  the  income  of  my  finecure  ;  that  is,  15,0001. 
per  annum — yet  that  fum  is  at  leaft  6,oool.  or  7,oool.  per  annum,  more  than 
the  beft  employed  lawyer  ever  made  from  Lord  Coke's  days  down  to  the 
prefent  moment.  I  would  not  aft  agreeably  to  the  former  minifter,  upon 
the  great  conftitutional  queftions  then  agitating  in  parliament,  unlefs  he  gave 
me  a  finecure  for  life  of  3,000!.  per  annum,  which  I  got  upon  pretence  of 
doing  the  law  bufinefs  in  the  privy  council,  that  council  being  then  devoid  of 
lawyers.  Yet  there  were  at  that  time  in  the  council,  the  prefent  chief  juftice 
of  the  king's  bench,  the  then  chief  juftice  of  the  common  pleas,  Sir  E. 
Wilmot,  and  the  prefent  mafter  of  the  rolls;  in  fhort,  all  the  lawyers  that 
generally  belong  to  that  court;  all  of  whom  occafionally,  fomeof  whom  con- 
ftantly  did  the  bufineis  of  that  court.  A  meffage  was  brought  to  me  from 
the  Duke  of  Grcfion,  then  minifter,  that  he  meant  to  raife  me  to  the  chair, 
which,  in  fpite  of  all  my  attempts  to  get  out  of  it,  I  have  ever  ftnee  filed  ; 

C  but 
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"  Flocho?i^  head  other  troops  than  wooden  players ;  105 
"  And,  Bichrftaff,  be  page  of  the  ifocZ'-flairs. 
"  Hook  fliall  director  of  the  bank  be  made; 
"  And  Cumberland  outlive  the  board  of  trade — 

(i  Cohnan^ 

but  I  would  not  accept  of  that  higheft  honour  an  Englijh  gentleman  can  receive, 
till  the  fame  duke  pledged  himfelf  to  give  me  in  future  a  high  law-office,  at- 
tended with  other  honours.    Having  made  this  bargain  with  the  laft,  without 
any  participation  with  the  prefent  minifter,  I  infift  that  the  prefent  minifter 
has  broken  his  promife  to  me  ;  becaufe  I  happened  to  hear,  that  it  was  a 
meafure  to  promote  a  great  law-officer  in  the  line  of  his  profeffion.    I  went  to 
the  mirifter,  and  I  took  care  to  carry  a  witnefs  with  me,  and,  judging  of  his 
veracity  from  my  own,  I  advifed  him  to  get  one  too  ;  but  he,  not  judging  of 
his  own  veracity  from  mine,  rejected  my  advice,  both  on  account  of  the  ad- 
vice and  the  advifer,  and  I  now,  taking  a  legal  advantage  of  his  unfufpicious 
conduct  (in  exact  conformity  to  what  1  would  have  done  when  I  was  a  pro- 
.  fefilonal  man)  brag  of  having  a  witnefs  when  he  had  none.    And  moreover,  I 
iblemnly  declare  that  to  be  true,  which  I  ought  not  to  declare  to  be  true ; 
and  I  declare  that  to  be  untrue,  which  I  ought  to  declare  to  be  true  ;  and  there 
is  great  truth  in  me,  and  I  infift  that  you  (hall  put  great  faith  in  me.   I  declare 
money  to  have  been  promifed  for  a  judge's  place,  when  I  do  not  know  that  it 
was  promifed.  I  declare  negociations  and  tranfactions  to  have  exifted  on  the  part 
of  others,  when  1  have  no  reafon  to  believe  they  did  exift;  and  I  declare  no  ne- 
gotiation or  tranfaction  to  have  exifted  on  my  part,  when  I  have  reafon  to  declare 
tnat  they  exilted.   And  farther,  I  declare  my  utter  abhorrence  of  negotiations, 
bargains,  and  all  forts  of  infamous  jobs;  and  I  have  been  engaged  in  three 
jobs,  or  negotiations,  and  I  have  driven  two  bargains ;  finally,  becaufe  I 
5  fuipect 
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"  Co/man,  in  J7jort>  be  Lord  /f^-ftevvard  j  and  i*W*r, 
"  If  living,  peer  and  chancellor  to  boot.  no 

4 c  Thine  own  dominions  rule.    Invade  not  our's. 
"  Attack  not  us  with  Bays' 's  train-band  powers. 
"  Govern  thy  green-room,  Sheridan.    To  reign 
"  Is  worth  ambition  though  in  Drury  La?ie  *." 

Dear  Lady  Sneerwell,  poft  not  on  fo  fair,  115 
Thy  {tunning  larum  will  for  ever  laft. 

fufpecl  that  another  perfon  than  myfelf  may  be  raifed  to  the  head  of  the  com- 
mon pleas,  I  am  become  the  greateSt  constitutional  lawyer  in  the  kingdom ; 
for,  having  no  hopes  of  returning  back  to  my  profeflion  to  difplay  the  truth, 
honour,  integrity,  and  difintereftednefs  of  my  character  as  a  chief  judge  (at 
the  expence  of  a  great  penfion  to  this  impoverished  country)  I  am  perfectly 
convinced  that  the  influence  of  the  crown  is  enormous." 

There  only  wanted  this  honourable  gentleman's  manly  and  unichool- boy- 
like complaint  to  the  houie  about  the  pain  in  his  face,  &c.  &cc.  Sec.  on  Friday 
the  14th  of  April,  to  let  his  refpectable  character  in  its  proper  light.  Mr.  Hurft 
is  uftng  all  his  interefi  for  Sir  Fletcher's  chair,  and  is  to  be  Supported  by  the 
Wtftminfter  committee  and  all  the  real  friends  of  the  constitution. 

*  Milton. 

•  E'en 


E'en  CromwelP s  felf  diftilled  but  from  a  brewer ; 

And  Wolfey  had  no  pedigree,  I'm  lure  : 

Begot  by  butchers,  but  by  bifhops  bred, 

How  high  his  highnefs  held  his  haughty  head*!  120 

And  Sheridan  may  be  ('tis  not  too  late) 

The  Wolfey ',  Cromwell,  Hancock  of  the  ftate. 

Belides — with  nobles  GarricJis  life  was  fpent, 

And  kings  are  elbowed  by  his  monument. 

Hark!  She  regards  me  not,  but  ftill  proceeds ;  125 
Like  Lord  George  Gordon,  when  he  pamphlets  reads. 
In  vain  I  rife. — 

"  Becaufe,  with  conquer!:  warmed, 
"  Three  playhoufe  provinces  thy  wit  hath  ftormed, 
"  (Here  thirteen  can't  be  loft)  thine  eagle  foul 
"  Would  foar  at  tragedy,  and  pounce  the  whole.  13a 
"  Farce,  comedy,  and  opera  fubmit, 
"  Without  refiftance,  to  thy  powers  of  wit. 

*  This  beautiful  couplet  was  produced  by  the  great  Pitt  as  an  inftance  of 
the  ufe  and  harmony  of  "  apt  alliteration's  artful  aid." 

"  Still, 
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c<  Still,  cut  our  way;  think  nothing  gained,  they  cry, 
"  Till  all  be  our's  beneath  the  playhoufe  fky-f — 
u  There  only  now  remains  one  other  fight;  135 
"  In  Britain's  blood  a  tragedy  to  write.'' 

Let  that  be  negatived.    She  then  pretends 
All  this  is  merely  to  ferve  fatire's  ends. 
Then — 

"  Sir  Drawcanfir  Critick,  grown  more  brave, 
"  Who  lately  turned  to  farce  what  mould  be  grave —  140 
"  With  puffs  and  Cumberland,  who  doomed  to  death 
"  Praife,  charity,  and  Shake/pear in  one  breath — 
"  To  fcenes  Mill  nobler  now  applies  his  wits ; 
C£  And,  real  farce,  in  Sub-committee  fits." 

f  Think  nothing  gained,  he  cries,  till  nought  remain 
On  Mofcozv's  walls  till  Gothic  ftandards  fly, 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  fky. 

Johnfon's  "  Vanity  of  human  Wiflies." 
D  Again 
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Again — <£  In  their  report,  the  Sub-committee  1  145 
"  Of  parliaments  are  rather  neat  and  pretty; 
"  But  the  wife  chairman  (blefs  his  patient  head!) 
"  Whatever  others  may  have  done,  has  read 
"  His  brother's  writings,  and  the  Irijh  quartos 
"  On  Englifi  language  of  his  learned  fquare-toes.  150 
"  At  leaft,  has  caft,  I  fancy,  a  fheep's  look 
"  Beyond  the  title  of  his  brother's  book ; 
u  Oft  wifhing,  while  he  quacked  the  conftitution, 
"  If  not  a  Sivedijhy  ftill,  a  Revolution" 

Thus  Lady  Sneerwell  overturns  the  fkreen,  155 
By  wondering  crowds  thy  nothingnefs  is  feen  ; 

+  More  grave  the  merited  approbation  of  the  Committee,  figned  C.  J.  Fox, 
Chairman. 

"  Refolved,  That  thanks  be  given  to  the  chairman  and  members  of  the 
Sub-committee,  for  the  very  intelligent  report  made  by  them  of  the  ftate  of 
the  reprefentation  of  this  country,  and  of  the  duration  of  Parliaments.'* 


And 


And  Nature  for  a  new  ftart  (lands  thy  debtor — 

The  School  for  Scandal  *  cannot  boaft  a  better. 

Put  out  the  light,  and  then  (the  little  light 

Which  gilds  thy  fame),  me  fays,  thou'rt  left  in  night.  i£o 

Thy  dark,  extinguifhed,  name  fhe  then  entombs 

Mid  clouds  of  this  foul  ftmile's  perfumes — 

So,  when  a  candle  in  the  focket  burns, 

It's  flame  grows  fainter,  mounts  and  falls  by  turns ; 

It  rifes  quivering,  but,  again  to  link  ;  165 

And,  laft,  expires  for  ever  in  a  ftink. 

Dear  Lady  Sneerwell !  Let  me  beg!  Of  grace, 
Remember,  here's  a  save-all  in  the  cafe. 
In  its  own  ftink  thy  wit  expires.    The  flame 
Of  England's  glory  fcorches  thee  with  fhame  j  170 

*  "  There's  a  better  ftart  than  that  in  The  School  for  Scandal."  Puff,  in 
The  Critick. — So  Longinus,  when  he  comments  on  the  fublimities  of  others, 
is  thought  to  give  inftances  of  fublimity  himfelf. 
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Though, 


Though,  now,  it  burns  true-blue,  her  veftal  candle, 
On  its  tin  save-all,  mall  outlive  thy  fcandal. 

The  School  for  Scandal s  pupil's  thils  declaim, 
With  jealous  wit,  againft  thy  two-fold  fame  ; 
Chairman  and  farceman.    But,  thy  friends  at  large  175 
Unite  to  reprobate  fo  bafe  a  charge ! 
A  charge  of  blame,  for  that  which  all  the  nation 
Deem  a  fair  ground  of  jufteft  approbation. 

'Gainft  Fox,  and  thee,  'tis  true,  fome  laughter  lies 
For  teaching  others  to  ceconomize.  180 
My  mufe,  who  drinks  with  eagle  eye  the  ray 
Of  noontide  truth,  thus  flaps  the  motes  away. 

Nature,  fome  think,  imparts  to  all  mankind 
One  certain  ftrength  of  body  and  of  mind. 

Dam 


B  r 

Dam  up  one  ftream  j  it  does  but  change  its  courfe,  185 
And  fwell  fome  neighbouring  river's  native  force. 
As  Ocean,  though  he  rob  old  Earth  his  brother 
In  one  part,  makes  all  even  in  another. — 
Hence  Burgoyne,  when  he  loft  the  power  to  fight, 
Felt  his  nerved  arm  grow  bolder  Mill  to  write. —  193 
Barre\  one  peeper  left,  lament  not  t'other  : 
Dead,  he  bequeathed  his  forefight  to  his  brother ; 
Who,  doubly  keen,  defcries  old  England's  foes, 
More  than  aa  inch  before  his  next  door  nofe. 
Hence,  fome  more  brightened  fenfe  of  dark  Sir  John  195 
Knows  whores  and  rogues,  though  both  his  eyes  are  gone: 
And  clearly  fees  Mackheath  j|  more  harm  can  do, 
Than  his  own  garden  s  universal  ftew. 
Hence  DodcTs  wife  pupil  f,  with  the  red-hot  wire 
Whofe  touch  Promethean  kindled  Mi/ton  s  fire,  200 

II  Sir  John  Fielding,  not  many  years  fince,  mod  pioufly  remonftrated  againli 
the  exhibition  of  "  The  Beggars  Opera." 

f  The  feelings  difcovered  by  Lord  Cheflerji eld  on  Dr.  DoJa's  affair  are  uni- 

E  verfally 


Humanely  googed  his  favourite  bird,  to  make 
His  voice  more  liquid,  and  improve  his  fhake. 

Oeconomy,  thy  fharp  and  Shylock  knife 
Muft  pare  our  public  or  our  private  life ; 
For  equal  heaven  to  Daify  Walker  dealt  205 
As  much  of  thee,  as  V ulture  Hopkins  felt. 
Say,  who  their  private  fortunes  moft  neglect — 
Thofe  men  of  public  prudence  moft  fufpecl:. 
Since  in  oeconomy  we're  gavel  brothers — 
He,  who  fpends  leaft  on  felf,  has  mod  for  others.  210 
And  vice  verfd.    Hence,  we  never  knew 
A  minifter  of  ftate,  with  us,  a  Jew  % : 

verially  known.  His  lordfhip  is  faid  to  have  been  difcarded  by  a  lady,  whofe 
falfe  humanity  was  better  fuited  to  the  Athenian  Areopagus,  than  to  the  circle 
at  St.  James's,  for  having  tried  the  American  experiment  of  googing  on  a 
bullfinch. 

£  Mr.  Silva  enjoys  no  place  of  truft  •>  but  the  honourable  gentleman  who  burnt. 
Sika's  notes  is  very  properly  trufted  with  the  treafure  of  a  great  city. 

3  In 
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In  its  beft  parts  they  circumcife  the  nation  ; 
But,  for  themfelves — they  feel  no  inclination. 


Spendthrifts,  in  fhort,  of  every  thing  bereft, 
Beft  guard  the  treafure  others  ftill  have  left ;  216 
Beft  fee  that  others  do  not  fpend  above 
Their  ftrength — as  eunuchs  watch  the  wealth  of  love. 

9Tis  therefore  plain  that  only  thou  and  Fox 
Can  fteer  our  veffel  clear  of  ruin's  rocks  ;  220 
In  this  diftrefs  our  ravenous  crew  can  fway, 
And  fix  their  fhort  allowances  per  day. 

All  hail,  then,  Sheridan  I  In  this  low  metre 
If  greatnefs  dwell,  thou  (halt  be  great  as  Peter: 
He  quitted  Rujfids  throne,  thou  Drury  Lane's —  225 
And  Fame  mail  chalk  up  both  your  patriot  pains. 

A  Sub- 


!f  '.AO  } 

A  Sub- committee  chairman  !  Heaven  and  earth! 

ExprefTions,  quick,  to  give  my  feeling's  birth! 

Shorn  of  his  tin-gilt  beams,  fans  robe,  fans  crown, 

Does  Drurys  tyrant  lay  his  fceptre  down!  230 

Bid  all  his  kingdom's  interefts  hang  in  air, 

And  deign  to  fill  a  Sub-committee  chair ! 

Does  Sheridan  the  great  his  green-room  quit, 

On  Britain  s  Rate  in  tavern-ftate  to  fit; 

Charles  Fox's  lord  lieutenant — nay,  yet  more,  235 

To  meet  his  Sub-committee  §  at  next  door! 

Oh  condefcenfion  rare !  Oh  grace  extreme  ! 

Thy  finful  country  thou  malt  frill  redeem. 

All  is  not  loft.    Lear  is  a  king  again. 

A  faviour  fun  breaks  forth  from  Drury  Lane,  240 

§  The  Sub-committee  for  Weftminfter  fate  at  the  Free  Mafom  tavern  in 
Queen-Jlreet,  next  door  but  one  to  Mr.  Sheridan's.  What  could  be  a  greater 
condefcenfion  than  this  gentleman's  going  fo  far  to  ferve  his  poor  undone 
country !  Had  he  appointed  them  even  in  his  back  parlour  this  country 
could  never  have  fufficiently  thanked  him. 

With 
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With  thee  for  Sub,  Old  England '  cannot  thrive  ill ; 

And  for  her  Grand,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Wywill*. 

Committee  would  be  low  enough — But,  Sub — 

How  fpeak  our  gratitude  ?  Ah,  there's  the  rub ! 

"  The  wreath  of  fafhion'*  is  already  thine  f.  24.5 

Fame's  greener  wreath  fhall  now  thy  brows  entwine. 

Ttekel,  prevent  an  outcry  of  a  nation, 

And  crown  king  Drury  by  Anticipation. 

Forge  4 '  An  epiftle  from  thy  Richard,  mufing 

"  O'er  parliaments,  in  port — to  Townjhend,  cruifing." — 

.Bleft  pair!  Like  comic  Archer  and  his  brother, 

Impartial  trumpeters  to  one  another  ! 

Dick  fhall  ftrike  back  the  fhuttle-cock ;  and  name 

Thee  his  o^-chairman,  deputy  for  fame. 

*  This  gentleman,  of  the  firft  family  and  confequence  among  us,  was 
chairman  of  the  grand  meeting  of  deputies. 

-f-  The  "  Wreath  of  Fajhion"  was  written  by  the  author  of  "  Anticipation" 
Mr.  Sheridan  is  mentioned  in  it  with  all  the  impartiality  of  friendfliip  :  nor  is 
he  forgotten  in  the  "  Epijlle  from  the  Honourable  Charles  Fox,  Partridge  Shoot- 
ing, to  the  Honourable  John  Townjhend,  Cruijing" 

F  Thou 


[      22  ] 

Thou  art  firft  oars.  Oh!  let  me  fecond  ling,  255 
*S#3-poet-laureat  to  young  Drurys  king. 

Praife  him,  his  ticklers !  Praife  him,  all  his  hoft  I 
Praife  him,  his  creatures !  Praife  him,  Morning  Pqfi! 
Praife  him,  thou  fun  and  moon!  All  ye,  who  light 
Our  world  of  politics  by  day,  by  night,  260 
St.  James1     Public^  London^  Gazetteer ! 
Each  morn,  each  eve,  let  hymns  of  praife  appear  1 
Corners,  where  poets  fhed  their  wit,  rehearfe 
His  future  glories  in  immortal  verfe ! 

Queen-ftreet)  I  prophecy,  before  September^  265 
Names  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan  her  member.. — 
By  her  inftru&ed,  thou  malt  be  the  maker 
Of  patriot  motions  that  concern  Long-acre ; 
In  thy  new  houfe  with  rapture  malt  be  heard, 
Lord  George  the  fecond  ^,  or,  at  moft,  the  third.  270 

£  The  honourable  member  to  whom  I  make  my  hero  look  up  as  his 
model,  is  that  moft  primitive  character,  both  in  eloquence  and  morals  (not- 
2  withftanding 


[    *3  ] 

Till,  laft,  the  king  exalt  thy  horn,  and  dub 
Our  Sub-committee  chairman  Vifcount  Sub. 


withftanding  the  old  Rat's  dairy  maid)  Lord  George  Gordon.  This  I  men- 
tion, becaufe  a  hafty  reader  might  miftake  "  Lord  George"  for  "  Sir  George," 
and  fuppofe  I  meant  Sir  George  Tonge,  who  is  certainly  as  great  an  oratorical 
curiofity  in  one  way,  as  Lord  G.  Gordon  in  another.  They  are  the  Cicero  and 
Demojlhenes  of  the  age  ;  and  I  am  not  without  expectation  that  Queen-Jlreet's 
future  reprefentative  will  contrive  to  unite  both  their  excellencies  in  himfelf. 

Juftice  will  not  fuffer  me  to  conclude  this  note  without  obferving,  how 
truly  fingular  it  is  that  Sir  George  Tonge  mould  fo  richly  merit  the  diretlly  con- 
trary character  to  that  which  the  impartiality  of  hiftory  has  afcribed  to  his 
father.  Fortes  creantur  fortibus  Sc  bonis,  may  l:e  rhime  ;  it  is  not  reafon. 

"  Sir  William  Tonge,  —a  man  who  rendered  himfelf  ferviceable  and 

necefifary  by  ftooping  to  all  compliances,  running  upon  every  fcent,  and  ha- 
ranguing on  every  fubject  with  an  even,  uninterrupted,  tedious  flow  of  dull 
declamation,  compofed  of  affertions  without  veracity,  conclufrons  from  falfe 
premifes,  words  without  meaning,  and  language  without  propriety." 

Smollet's  Hift.  of  England,  3d  edit.  vol.  x.  p.  382- 


*fL±fb$>WL  all  people  by  tfjefe  f>jefent&  €{jat  a  certain 
entitle  aDDjcfTet)  to  aBttfjarti  23;infle?  ®&ertaati  Cfa, 
beginning  toittj  tije  mo?w  do  literary  children, 
an&  enfcing  tnit^  #e  aftojw  viscount  sub,  containing 
tjfe  entire  £>«m  of  Ctoo  ^im&jefc  ana  ^etient^ttsoo  <Uerfe& 
together  toit^  tl)e  annotations;  to  ttye  fame,  i$  tyz  toiple  anD 
fole  ^o&uction  of  mr  refojmeD  ®ep^eto  lofeptj,  31  molt 
fceartity  neteff,  abijej,  an&  from  m?  ^eart  abjwre  alt  &ato 
$$ocee&ingg  tii^ateber ;  but  g  fubfcribe  m?  $ame  to  t^tgt, 
t^at  all  t$e  &Uo#&  mar^noto3!ofeplj  ^as  left  off  fy$  tomtit* 
^enttment& 
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(   3  ) 


To  Sir  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS. 

Sir  JOSHUA, 

SENSIBLE  of  your  great  civilities  to  me  upon  a  late 
occafion,  imprefled  at  all  times  with  the  greater!: 
refpecl  for  your  character,  1  wrote  the  following  poem, 
merely  intending  it  for  your  own  perufal.  I  was  con- 
fident that  you  would  take  in  good  part  this  heart-felt 
teftimony  to  the  merits  of  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Gar- 
rick  :  they  were  your  particular  friends.  By  the  lat- 
ter I  was  perfonally  obliged  : — though  not  unknown 
to  the  former,  I  could  not  but  think  myfelf  obliged  to 
him  as  I  am  a  man,  a  citizen,  an  Englifhman,  a 
Chriftian,  and  a  clergyman  of  the  eftabliihed  church. 
My  imagination  alfo  was  not  a  little  warmed  upon  the 
Subject  of  the  following  poem,  when  I  considered  that 
Dr.  Johnson  and  myfelf  were  n:\tives  of  the  fame  city. 
I  am  proud  to  own  my  partiality  to  fuch  a  place  :  it  was 

B  2  the 


[    4  ] 

the  native  place  of  Elias  Ashmole,  Bifhop  Smal- 
ridge,  Dr.  Shaw,  and  Bifhop  Newton. 


My  engagements,  from  the  time  in  which  Dr.  John- 
son died  to  the  prefent  moment,  have  not  allowed  me 
(I  fpeak  literally)  the  fpace  of  one  intire  day  to  defign, 
tranfcribe,  and  correct  the  following  poem.  Opinions 
to  which  I  cannot  but  yield  my  own  have  called  it  into 
the  public  fight ;  furely,  if  it  were  ever  to  be  publifhed, 
the  publication  of  it  mould  not  be  deferred  till  I  might 
have  leifure  to  make  it  more  worthy  of  the  refpectable 
perfon  to  whom  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  addrefling 
it  with  every  fentiment  of  refpect. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir  Joshua,. 

Your  very  obedient, 

Humble  fervant, 


THE  AUTHOR 


(    5  ) 


A 


DIALOGUE,  &c. 


HOU  quintefTence  of  pure  ethereal  fire ! 


Why,.  Garrick,  when  but  now  with  Avon's  Bard 


I  faw  thee  fitting  in  his  laurell'd  bow'r  — 
Never  on  earth,  on  fome  triumphant  night, 
When  thoufands  hung  enraptur'd  on  thy  voice, 
And  with  a  thrilling  filence  towards  thine  eye 
Bent  theirs,  and  all  it's  m after-  movements  felt, 
Felt  them  a  pow'r  refiftlefs  and  belov'd — 
Never  on  earth  beheld  I  thee  fo  wrought 
To  give  thy  inward  foul  of  mounting  fire 
The  cleareft  comment  of  thine  outward  pow'rs — 
As  when  but  now  (whatever  were  thy  theme) 


C 


4 


Thy 


(    6  ) 

Thy  Shakespeare  all  attention — ftill  as  night — 
Leaning  and  lift'ning — thou  would'ft  oft  arife, 
So  ftand,  fo  look,  and  throw  thy  form  fo  forth 
With  fuch  a  cadence  of  that  yoice  which  now 
Swells  with  Elyfian  ftrength — that  then  I  faw 
The  higheft  rapture  of  immortal  mind. 
Yes,  Shakespeare's  felf  feem'd  filenc'd — half-entranc'd. 

Garrick. 

Me  fpake  not — 

C  D. 

Yet  at  times  he  threw  his  hand 
Carelefs  acrofs  his  lire,  and  hurrying  fmote 
Mufic  from  thence  that  fhot  fublimeft  joy 
Through  all  Ely  num.    Say,  Fine  Spirit,  fay, 
What  were  thy  theme  that  thus  could  Avon's  Bard 
So  fix  in  fweet  attention,  fo  at  times 
Wake  into  tranfport  ? 

Garrick. 


(    7  ) 

Garrick. 

Avon's  gen'rous  Bard, 
The  friend  of  truth,  of  virtue,  and  mankind, 
With  all  his  old  fimplicity  of  foul 
As  partial  mil  to  Britain,  {till  as  true 
As  when  his  rich  vein  ran  a  golden  ftream, 
And  flow'd  abundant  in  his  country's  praife, 
As  when  a  tiptoe  he  was  wont  to  rife 
At  thought  of  Agincourt's  well-foughten  field, 
As  when  great  Henry's  deeds— 

G  D. 

Great  Henry's  deed 
(As  well  they  might)  the  Britifh  Shakespeare  nVd, 
And  rouz'd  his  pow'rs  to  give  the  after-times 
The  faireft  picture  of  the  victor-king. 

Garrick. 

To  mew  as  long  as  Ocean  owns  the  fway 
Of  Henry's  regal  line  ;.  and  grant,  ye  Gods, 


(    8  ) 

As  long  as  Ocean's  felf  fliall  heave  his  ftrength 
Againft  the  rocks  of  Albion,  Henry's  fons 
May  o'er  th'  expanfe  of  waters  reign  the  lords  ! 
To  mew  us  what  we  once  have  been,  the  Bard 
(True  Bards  are  ever  patriots)  and  preferve 
Through  all  the  tide  of  time  our  veftal  flame 
Of  manly  courage — Shakespeare  ftill  prefents 
The  very  form  and  colour  of  his  foul 
Whofe  name  ftill  founds  a  fpirit-ftirring  charm, 
And  thrills  along  our  frame.    Mifname  it  not 
A  portrait — let  me  perifli  if  it  is  not 
Harry's  great  felf  that  flames  forth  into  view 
Led  on  by  Shakespeare — 

C  D. 

Thus  as  Harry's  felf 
Fed  fiery  thoughts  in  Shakespeare,  and  upfprung 
All  his  fuperior  foul,  fo  Shakespeare's  felf, 
If  but  a  thought  of  him  acrofs  thee  glance, 


[    9  ] 

Is  fiich  an  animating  theme  to  thee, 

That  all  thy  fpirits  flart  up  into  arms, 

Spread  out  their  ftrength,  and  blazon  all  abroad 

To  rapt  Elyfium  thy  divineft  pow'rs. 

But  let  them  paufe  a  time,  refume  thy  tale, 

And  give  my  famifh'd  curiofity 

It's  food  of  information. 

Garrick. 

Avon's  Bard 
With  me  converging  on  his  Britain's  weal 
(So  chance  betided)  all  our  converfe  ran 
On  thofe  fuperior  minds  that  fince  his  days 
Were  gifted  to  produce  their  thoughts  abroad, 
To  poifon  nations,  or  with  holier  zeal 
To  leflbn  ages,  and  improve  mankind. 

G  d. 

Their  influence  is  it  great  ? 

G  Garrick. 


(     io  ) 

Garrick, 

Nothing  fo  great, 
Said  Shakespeare,  who  bed  faw  the  human  heart, 
It's  whole  complexion  of  difeafes  faw, 
And  knew  (if  ever  mortal  knew)  their  cure. 

C  D. 

When  lux'ry,  when  the  fordid  love  of  gold 
(That  fubtle  bane  of  each  ingenuous  art) 
Stamp  on  the  times  their  features  and  their  form — 
The  wings  of  wit  but  flutter  on  the  mind, 
Their  preffure  foft  as  down. 

Garrick. 

And  when  the  light 
Of  knowledge  breaks  expanfively  on  all, 
Each  one  will  judge,  and  each  a  matter  be, 
And  ev'ry  reader  is  a  rival  found. 
Yet  ftill — where  Heav'n  in  fome  diftinffuifh'd  foul 
Has  fhed  the  ampleft  intellectual  light, 

Whofe 


(  II  ) 

Whofe  gen'rous  warmth  purfues  the  tracks  of  Truth- 
It  burns  (tho'  dimly  feen)  in  evil  days, 
Still  rev'renc'd  farther  than  proud  tongues  will  tell, 
And  ftill  furviving  thro'  the  flight  of  Time, 
Breaks  out  by  fits,  a  gorgeous  fpectacle, 
And  is  a  worfhip'd  ftar  of  magnitude. 
But  then,  who  thus  to  all  pofterity, 
Would  urge  his  proteft  in  the  caufe  of  Truth, 
Confult  the  weal  of  all  the  human  race, 
And  from  the  great  fucceffions  of  mankind 
(Till  Time  mail  clofe  his  courfe)  expect  his  meed, 
He  mull  refemble — 

G —  d. 

What  ? 
Garrick. 

The  man  to  whom 
I  ow'd  the  moral  merit  of  my  heart, 
And  half  my  fame,  the  better  half  by  far, 

C  %  Won 


(      12  ) 

Won  by  the  virtuous  ufe  of  all  thofe  powers 
Which  urg'd  me  into  light — 

G  D. 

And  admiration  ! 
Garrick. 

Still — polifh'd  Stanhope — but  I  know  not  how, 

There  is  a  fomewhat  in  the  purer  air 

Of  this  Elylian  region,  which  infpires 

A  clearer  view  of  Truth  ;  and  whife  it  feeds 

Benigneft  paffion  —  ftill  in  Truth's  great  caufe 

Refolves  the  cold  indifFrence  felt  on  earth, 

And  gives  me,  all  alive  and  limply  warm, 

To  fpeak  as  man  mould  fpeak  in  Virtue's  caufe> 

We  are  not  now  the  puppets  of  an  age, 

Things  to  be  moulded  by  capricious  fafhion,. 

But  Reafon's  heirs,  Eternity's  own  fons. 

Thence  am  I  taught,  admoniuYd,  fifd,  to  fay 


f    1 3  > 

That  He  in  whom  Heav'n  lights  it's  pureft  flame, , 
Would  he  this  flame  expand  to  utmoft  fize, 
And  bare  it  blazing  on  its  utmoft  highth,. 
And  hope  that  cold  Oblivion's  blaft  may  ne'er 
Blot  out  its  luftre,  but  blow  far  away;. 
And  leave  it  ftili  a  beacon  blazing  bright 
To  thofe  that  wander  e'er  life's  dreary  wilds* 
And  many  a  itormy  fea  in  Time's  domain— 
If  fuch  a  man  there  be,,  and  fuch  have  been, 
He  muft  rife  high  above  this  weedy  world, 
It's  idle  pleafures,  and  it's  idle  cares,  . 
Above  the  poor  purfuits  of  wealth  and  pow'r; 
The  little  peevifh  rivalries  of  Arts, 
Ungen'rous  envy,  cruel  pride  and  fcorn^ 
And  ev'ry  form  of  evil  only  found 
When  man  on  man  with  needlefs  flav'ry  leans,. 
Nor  thinks,  nor  tries  how  much  one  man  can  do 
To  work  his  own  good  and  the  good  of  all. 


(    14  ) 

,  If  fuch  a  man  there  be,  and  fuch  have  been — 

C  D. 

Name  him. 

/  Garrick. 

He  muft  refemble  him  to  whom 
(Be  witnefs  Heav'n)  I  owe  that  here  I  bring 
That  foul  of  virtue  which  affords  more  joy 
Than  all  Elyfium's  ample  round  can  yield 
From  all  its  fources  of  fupremeft  blifs. 
For  here,  e'en  here,  O  Stanhope,  man  muft  pay 
For  virtue  flighted,  and  'mid  beauty's  fcenes 
Pine  with  defire,  'mid  glory's  fcenes  with  Ihame 
Pine  and  droop — 

G  D. 

Name  him. 
Garrick. 

Pine  with  envy,  droop 
With  penal  grief. — This  tutor  of  all  times, 

I  This 


(   is  ) 

This  everlafting  minifter  of  Truth, 

Alive,  tho'  dead — if  it  were  his  hard  fate 

To  fet  his  firft  flep  in  the  courfe  of  fame3. 

When  half  the  nohles  of  his  native  land, 

(The  laft  extremities,  dim-mining  lhreds 

Of  thofe  great  comets  which  their  fathers  were) 

Confcious  of  what  they  are  not,  what  they  fhould  be — 

Turn  cold  and  envious  from  the  child  of  wit, 

Virtue's  illuftrious  guardian — for  a  time, 

Ere  harfh  Experience  to  his  limple  mind. 

Prefents  the  portrait  of  his  felfifh  age 

(Drawn  with  the  pencil  by  Experience  fnatch'd 

From  Truth,  and  thruft  upon  his  aching  fight 

In  all  it's  unreliev'd  deformity) 

He  may  awhile  (fearching  his  own  great  foul,. 

Rememb'ring  nobler  people,  nobler  times) 

Indulge  fond  hopes  of  glory  and  reward, 

And  walk  awhile  with  fond  fimplicity 

Naked 


(  .  r<3  ) 

"Naked  'mid  wounding  perils ;  but,  anon, 
Taught  by  his  wounds,  he  rufhes  from  his  fnares. 
From  idle  hopes,  and  felf-degrading  fears, 
Within  himfelf  rolls  ftrong,  and  felf-compacl 
'With  Wifdom's,  Virtue's  ever-blended  force, 
He  grows  to  pride  him  in  his  glorious  lot, 
Looks  from  his  hill-llde  cottage  over  life, 
Calm,  and  attentive,  and  benevolent, 
And  patient  there  contrives  that  lamp  of  Truth, 
Which  ftili  fhall  brightly  burn,  and  kindly  pour 
It's  needed  radiance  o'er  the  wilds  of  Time. 
O  thou  Great  Source  of  all  our  human  pow'rs, 
Great  God  of  Nature  ! — when  my  grateful  mind 
Fondly  went  back  to  earth,  and  raptur'd  dwell'd 
On  Johnson's  praifes — 

G  D. 

This  then  was  the  theme 

That  call'd  fuch  dulcet  notes  from  Shakespeare's  lire  ? 

Garrick. 


(    *7  ) 

Garrick. 

It  was ;  and,  had  it  been  Apollo's  lire, 
It  well  had  warbled  on  a  theme  fo  great. 
Kegardlefs  mark  I  now  thine  alter'd  mien,. 
And  fay,  had  great  Apollo's  fell"  been  there, 
And  had  he  will'd  to  fum  his  utmoft  pow'rs,, 
And  at  one  ftroke  divine  effay'd  to  call 
Sounds  from  his  lire,  to  thrill  through  all  Olympus, 
Enough  to  make  the  tear  of  rapture  ftart 
From  all  the  Gods  thron'd  on  their  golden  feats, 
Apollo's  extacy  were  well  beftow'd. 

C  D. 

What !  well  beftow'd  to  grace  the  man,  who  ne'er 
Could  pay  with  lib'ral  hand  the  meed  of  praife— 
A  rough-hewn  mortal,  tow'ring,  felf-confiding, 
(And  like  thofe  huge  ^Egyptian  pyramids, 
Superb  and  ufelefs)  cafting  many  a  rood 
Of  (hadowy  envy,  blighting  darknefs,  o'er— - 

D  Garrick. 


(     i8  ) 

Garrick. 

The  little  flimfy  gauds,  and  labour'd  toys, 
Fa(h  ion's  poor  efforts  in  a  play- thing  age, 
Which  He  difdain'd  to  envy,  but  perforce 
Muft  hide  beneath  his  Ihadowing  majefty, 
Which  fuch  a  carping  age  would  mifinterpret 
(From  felf-infpection)  into  Envy's  gloom. 

G  d. 

Have  you  forgotten  Lyttelton,  your  friend  ? 

Garrick. 

Oh,  never,  never — that  benigneft  mind, 

That  foul  of  fweeteft  candour — never— never. 

C  D. 

Has  Johnson  paid  thy  friend  his  merit's  meed  ? 

Garrick. 
His  moral  worth  in  records  has  he  left 
That  ftill  (hall  live,  and,  if  his  judgement  err'd, 
The  cens'rer  of  his  literary  worth— 


(    19  ) 

(But  time,  and  many  ages  hence  mufttry  it) 
'Twerc  abjc  5t  weaknefs,  'twere  malicious  fpleeri, 
And  Envy's  hatred,  to  fuppofe  his  heart 
Err'd  with  his  judgement — what  he  thought  he  fpoke, 
And  gave  his  fentence  at  the  public  call— 

C  D. 

Were  Lyttelton  beneath  his  envy  deem'd — 
Is  Milton  ? 

Garrick. 
Milton  in  his  manly  days 
Poffefs'd  (as  well  he  might)  a  manly  foul. 
But  Johnson,  in  our  days  emafculate, 
Bulg'd  from  the  fenny  flatnefs  of  his  times, 
And  tour'd  a  meteor  of  fuch  majefty 
As  Milton's  felf  fhone  in  his  active  age. 
If  my  great  friend  at  Milton's  moral  worth 
Smote  ftrong,  and  nearly  fliatter'd  to  the  ground 
His  merits  as  a  man,  he  left  him  itill 

D  2  Tbron'd 


(     *o  ) 

Thron'd  on  Sublimity's  fublimeft  heights-,. 

And  feem'd  to  me  the  only  man,  whofe  mind 

Found  thoughts,  found  word?,  Anting  the  theme  auguft, 

Able  to  bring  great  Milton's  ftretch  of  foul, 

His  nobleft  work,  his  holieft  poefy, 

Full  in  our  view  in  feraph -glories  drefs'd. 

This  portrait  Johnson  was  endow'd  to  draw; 

And,  when  with  Shakespeare  I  the  work  furvey'd,. 

We  faw  this  great  Archangel  into  view 

Kiting,  but  not  with  ruin'd  majefty, 

And  at  the  mighty  Painter's  working  bow"dr 

Aftonifh'd  at  his  aweful  truth  of  hand, 

His  vaft  capacity  of  mental  fight. 

Slaves  to  the  whittle  of  a  glorious  name 

Marvel,  that  Johnson  dar'd  from  Milton's  brow 

Rend  a  few  ringlets — but  the  judging  few 

Know  that  he  leaves  his  great  original 

Divinely  aweful,  one  that  well  may  fpare 

i  The 
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The  fpoils  that  candid  Wifdom  calls  her  own* 

C  d. 

Candid  ? 

Garrick. 
If  ever  candour,  arm'd  with  truth, 
And  bold  to  meet  time-harden'd  prejudice, 
Diftinguifh'd  mortal  man — be  this  his  praife 
Whom  I  my  matter  boafted,  lov'd  my  friend. 
Hath  he  not  fnatch'd  from  fell  Oblivion's  grafp-; 
The  fame  of  fome,  whofe  fame  to  future  times 
Is  Virtue's  profit  ? 

C  d. 

Sure  the  purer  air 
Of  this  Elylium  hath  not  wrought  on  you 

A  mind  unwarp'd  by  partial  prejudice  

To  blazon  thus  your  friend  as  all  perfection, . 
Methinks,  is — 

Garrick^  . 


[  «  ] 

Garrick. 
Utmoft  folly,  were  I  thus 
To  paint  a  man3  for  fure  the  beft  have  err'd ; 
And  to  this  richeft  ore  of  human  worth 
Some  trivial  imperfections  ftill  adhere, 
Which  Time  regards  not,  but  with  raptur'd  eye 
Hangs  o'er  his  treafure— 

C  X). 

So  hath  Johnson  plied 

His  life's  long  voyage  ? 

Garrick. 

Yes,  'tis  a  goodly  fhip  ; 
And  tho'  the  fort  of  ordinary  minds, 
That  cannot  fend  their  eyes  a  long  expanfe, 
And  grafp  the  merits  of  a  mighty  whole, 
May  blame  this  movement,  mark  that  tackle  torn 
Yet  hath  it  nobly  won  it's  untried  way 
Thro'  countlefs  tforms,  nor  bulg'd  on  Terror's  rock 


(      23  ) 

Nor  ever  coafted  Vice's  fyren-ifles, 

Nor  plung'd  a  depth  in  Sloth's  abhorred  fands. 

C— D. 
A  pompous  pedagogue,  a  cenfor  ftern, 
This  Johnson — one  that  fed  his  pride's  vaft  maw 
By  daring  to  defpife  what  all  revere, 
And  thruft  his  fallen  humours  into  light. 
His  native  language- — 

Garrick. 

He  alone  hath  fix'd ; 
And,  if  the  mode  in  which  he  rob'd  his  thoughts  - 
Is  fuited  to  their  moral  majefty, 
Revere  that  diction  which  would  ill  become 
The  courteous  advocate  of  felfifli  art, 
Fafhion's  trim  pleader,  Vice's  eafy  friend. 
Johnson  was  bold  to  think,  and  firm  to  fpeak ; 
He  knew  his  pow'rs,  and  thought  thofe  glorious  pow'rs 
Heaven's  mandate  to  come  forth  the  friend  of  truth, 

To 
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To  fcorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  days  *. 
For  Heav'n  hath  fofter'd  his  heroic  foul 
With  Reafon's  utmoft  ftrength,  and  gives  his  mind 
(So  far  it  wanders  o'er  the  vaft  of  things, 
.So  taught,  fo  comprehensive,  and  fo  fwift) 
Imagination's  all-creative  pow'rs, 
Yea,  fuch  a  wing'd  invention,  that  upborne 
The  higheft  track,  as  lowly  had  he  falFn, 
Had  he  not  held  Judgement's  fevereft  rein, 
And  won  his  way  fafe  in  the  walk  of  Gods. 
His  active  mind  ftill  ftronger  grows  with  time ; 

0 

And,  though  his  body  bows  beneath  his  years. 
His  foul  ftill  glows  with  everlafting  youth, 
And  flames  above  the  mows  of  rugged  age. 
Say  you  that  He  can  fcorn  what  all  revere  ? 
What  all  mould  reverence  none  can  rev'rence  more. 
He  knows  the  dignity  of  man,  preferves 

*  Milton's  Lycidas* 

His 
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His  own  inviolate,  and  fears  himfelf 
More  than  the  gazing  hoft  of  all  mankind*. 
His  theatre  th'  infpcction  of  the  Gods, 
He  there  his  plaudit  waits,  and  thence  reveres 
Order,  and  law,  and  civil  decency, 
And  fights  their  glorious  caufe  with  more  puiffancer 
Than  he  that  would  Nobility  debafe 
By  pand'ring  to  its  vices,  and  would  fpoil 
Greatnefs  of  that  which  molt  ennobles  man, 
It's  bafe  of  virtue.-— Now,  my  long-lov'd  friend^ 
Dear  name,  in  thefe  Elyfian  lhades,  ftill  dear 
When  I  furvey  thy  golden  line  of  life, 
It's  one  pure  courfe,  and  Heav'n-illumin'd  way, 
I  fee  thee  foar  the  heir  of  genuine  fame — 
Since  Glory's  felf  above  thy  name  may  write, 
u  This  Briton  honour,  Virtue's  dauntlefs  friend, 
"  And  gifted  high,  as  ever  mortal  man, 
"  To  urge  her  caufe  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  mind."' 

E  No 
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;Ng  marvel  then,  e'en  in  his  fcornful  age, 
-When  Science  lights,  a  fhow'r  of  fnow,  on  aH, 
A  fleety  fhow'r,  nor  burthens  on  the  foul- 
That  fuch  a  moral  angel,  fuch  a  friend 
To  man's  mod  hallo w'd  and  eteraal  weal, 
Should  win  his  way  at  length  to  gen'ral  love- 
That  all  the  worthy  and  the  wife  lhould  fay, 
This  light  extinct,  this  Patriarch  of  his  times 
Gather'd  by  death — we  owe  a  filial  grief 
To  fuch  a  pubjjc  father  of  mankind, 
Rent  from  his  children  wanting  ftill  his  care, 
His  tow'ring  prefence,  and  protecting  love. 
And  oh,  ye  narrower  circle,  chofen  friends, 
dd  in  his  favour — tho'  your  lofs  is  gain 
To  me  when  I  receive  him  from  your  earth — - 
Mine  heart  bleeds  here,  e'en  here,  to  think  that  I 
Muft  blur  my  extacy  with  tears  for  you. 
But  when  with  hearts  of  never-dyiug  truth 


(    »-7  i 

Ye  pay  the  laft  fad  rites  to  him-  moft  lov'dr 

And  bear  him  to  that  manfion  of  the  dead 

Where  the  dear  relies  of  the  worthy  re  fly 

And  dignify  the  fepulchres  of  kings — 

Paufe  Ynid  your  grief,  and  caft  your  eyes  around,, 

And  all  the  worthies  of  the  times  foregone 

Confider'd — fay  —  that  never  pious  love — 

That  never  public  rev'rence  there  convey'd 

The  bones  of  one  fincerer  friend  of  truth, 

One.  abler  advocate,  in  Virtue's  caufe, 

One  brighter  pattern  of  the  caufe  he  ferv'd, 

Tried  in  each  duty,  and  more  faultlefs  found 

Than  him  for  whom  with  you  your  country  weeps;"1 

Speak  thus,  and  tears  of  forrow  foon  will  turn 

To  gen'rous  rapture,  to  triumphant  joy — 

For  all  is  well,  indeed  .with,  him  vou  love  

His  courfe  hath  clos'd,  and  full  of  years  and  honour 
He  falls  untimely  for  mankind,  but  bears 

E  2  Rich  • 
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Eich  on  himfelf  Glory's  matureft  meed, 
And  after  his  long  courfe  of  virtuous  deeds 
Has  reach'd,  with  all  the  plaudits  of  mankind* 
The  goodlieft  goal  that  ever — 

G—  D« 

Ah!  behold 
On  yonder  mount  that  hides  the  Stygian  ftream. 

A  noon-day  light  afcending  !— - 

Garrick. 

In  his  car 

Behold  Apollo— on  their  wings  the  Nine 
Float  all  around  the  God,  cheq'ring  the  light 
With  thoufand  colours — 

C  D. 

See — they  hither  bend, 
And  now  each  lire,  and  now  each  voice  divine, 
Swells  into  found-— 

i  Garrick, 


C  *9  ) 
Garrick. 

Faft  from  the  facred  groves' 
Fafl  from  the  vales — and  ever-blooming  bow'rs 
Pour  forth  the  nobler  fpirits  of  Elyfium— 
And  fongs  of  joy,  and  founds  of  harps  melodious, 
Warble  from  ev'ry  place — but  chief  I  fee 
Shakespeare  all  rapture — with  impetuous  hand 
He  beckons  me  to  haften  with  the  tide 
That  rolls  towards  the  mount- 
er »— D. 

Go  then,  but  I 
Awhile  betake  me  to  the  deepeft  {hades, 
Not  envious,  nor  offended,  but  afham'd 
Through  all  my  foul — ah  !  now  I  fee  too  late 
The  prize  of  virtue — fee — and  pine  my  lofs — • 
Nor  am  I  firm  to  meet  this  glorious  fight, 
Thy  friend's  bleft  fpirit  freed  from  earthly  woe. 
Hither  all  health,  all  youth,  and  richly -rob'd 
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In  Glory's  pureft  garb,  triumphant  comes. 

Garrick. 

Gods,  that  I  fee  him  thus !  —  he  comes  indeed— 
And  all  Ely  Hum  at  his  prefence  joys— 
That  at  this  time — his  praife  fo  late  my  theme—* 
Ifhould  for  deathlefs  fellowQiip  receive  him, 
Is  doubled  tranfport — is  confummate  joy  I 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

HO  UGH  I  might  plead  that  "flowing  number s^  and  a  bleeding 
heart ,  but  ill  accord,'"  yet  as  1  have  not  prefumed  to  give  thefe  feat 
lines  a  name,  I  hope  they  will  not  be  broken  on  the  wheel  of  Criticifm. 
'They  are  effufions  of  real  grief  ,  an  offering  to  the  memory  of  thofe  who  were 
moft  precious  to  me ;  as  well  as  of  intended  refpeel  to  that  publick,  whoje 
paft  favors  are  gratefully  imprejfed  on  my  mind. 


To  RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN,  Efq. 


D£ar  Sir, 

I  HAVE  taken  the  liberty  of  infcribing  to  you  this  little 
Sketch  of  that  place,  you  fome  time  refided  in  ;  a  pleafing  retreat,  "  When 
"  from  Courts  and  Senates  free." — Your  relaxations  of  this  fummer,  have 
been  in  rearing  a  Jlupendous  edifice,  the  object  of  general  admiration,  and 
no  lefs  of  wonder,  at  the  time  in  which  it  has  been  effected.  But  in  much  lefs 
have  you  raifed  wonders  on  that  fpot,  which  (though  this  will  long  continue 
a  monument  of  your  tafte)  will  endure,  when  not  a  reck  of  this  remains. 
But  it  is  an  elegant  fetting,  or  cafket,  for  that  jewel,  as  well  as  fit  temple 
to  Shakefpeare. 

If  the*  Stage  reflects  the  image  of  the  times;  in  this  fumptuous 
Theatre,  we  may  view  the  profperity  of  the  age.  May  you,  Sir,  long 
enjoy,  and  add  to  it,  is  the  wifh  of  him,  who  is  in  admiration  of  your  talents, 
and  refpect  for  your  worth. 

Your  mod  devoted  humble  Servant, 

WILLOUGHBY  LACY. 

Hanivell,  MiMefex^ 
Feb.  2,  17*4- 
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A  POEM. 

(3  F  Man's  Jirft  trefpafs,  ana  of  Eden's  lofs, 
/  do  not  ling ;  far  is  my  theme  beneath, 
Yet  not  fo  far  beneath,  as  is  my  flail 
To  tune  the  vocal  lay  to  fits,  who,  by 

The  Mufe  invok'd,  the  Mufe  Divine  infpir'd,  5 
Has  been  unequall'd  frnce,  in  Profe  or  Rhime. 
But  yet  in  humble  {trains',  a  plaintive  tale, 
A  lofs  of  Paradife  I  will  relate  : 

B  Not 
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Not  fuch  as  Tygris,  in  its  rapid  courfe, 
Nor  the  Euphrates  in  its  current  lav'd. 

But  yet  a  fpot,  where  nature's  liberal  hand, 
Or  profpect  rare,  profufely  had  beftow'd, 
All  that  could  charm  the  fenfe,  or  pleafe  the  ey 
A  place,  indeed,  rlt  ror  the  Mufes'  feat, 
Worthv  the  ions;  oi  their  moll  favour" d  fons. 
Oi  inS)  who  once  near  thefe  enchanting  banks, 
In  verfe  harmonious,  deck'd  the  Grecian  page  ; 
Or  that  fweet  Bard,  who  ol  the  Sealbns  fung, 
And  painted  Nature  in  her  varied  mein. 
But  chief  by  him,  who,  to  no  Mufe  co?ifn V, 
More  than  ^frr.glc  chaplet  decks  his  brow, 
"Whether  in  lire's  reflecting  glafs  pourtray"d, 
He  ftrikes  the  foul  with  cunning  or  the  fcene. 
Or,  in  ?'cal action,  on  a  wider  held, 
He  brings  the  preiTure  of  the  time  to  vieyv  ft 
In  ev'rv  mode  entranc'd,  attention  waits, 
E"n  jarring  partv,  here  abflracled  {tanas, 
Concurring  in  one  general  voice  of  praife. 
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No  Mufe  will  deign  to  fmile  upon  my  tafk, 
Tho'  mem'ry  well  indeed  might  claim  a  due, 
Yet  thou,  dear  faint— Thou  fpirit  now  in  blifs, 
That  in  terreftial  form  (an  Angel's  then) 
Didft  once  my  heart  with  pureft  love  infpire, 
Now  aid  me  in  my  purpos'd,  wifh'd  defign, 
To  fing  thofe  haunts  of  happinefs  and  thee. 

This  charming  fplendid  fcene,  where  iflands,  grots, 
High  hills,  and  groves,  and  verdant  winding  meads, 
With  flow' rets  ftrew'd,  of  gold  enamell'd  hue, 
Border  this  lilver  current  in  its  courfe, 
Inlaid  with  gems,  from  the  meridian  fun  ; 
Or  in  the  evening  mild,  a  lucid  plane, 
On  which  in  true,  but  mellower  tints  appears, 
Pourtray'd  this  pleafing  profpect  to  the  view, 
Joining  the  blue  concave  in  perfect  fphere. 

But  in  this  Eden,  as  in  that  of  old, 
Where  our  great  Sire  once  found  himfelf  forlorn, 
Not  bleil:,  till  his  Creator's  hand  beftow'd 
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His  laft,  bejl  work,  and  lovely  woman  gave  -y 

So  Providence,  that  plac'd  me  in  this  fair  retreat, 

Favour'd  with  many  gifts  of  fortune  rare, 

Compleated  to  me  this  mofr.  precious  boon, 

Woman,  adorn' d  with  ev'ry  outward  charm, 

Of  mental  beauty,  no  lels  heav  nly  fair  : 

Not  fairer  could  be,  e'en  her  mother  Eve, 

Nor  of  her  daughters  any  rince  more  fair, 

Or  did  in  dignity,  or  mental  grace  excel ; 

Not  our  great  Anceftor,  when  nrfr.  he  faw 

The  parragon  of  his  Creator's  work, 

With  modeft  dignity  approaching  near, 

Was  more  enrap't,  than  when  Maria  firlt, 

To  my  admiring  dazzl'd  fight  appear' d  ; 

And  of  my  fancy,  all  that  I  had  dream' d, 

Of  goodnefs,  excellence,  and  truth,  made  real. 

Well  might,  indeed,  of  her  be  truly  faid, 

"  Grace  was  in  all  her  freps,  Heav'n  in  her  eyes, 

"  In  ev'ry  gefture  dignity  and  love." 
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Worthy  of  fuch  a  gueft,  were  I  fie  worth's  Bow' rs, 
And  this  fair  ftream,  paying  its  tribute  due  ; 
Alas !  thofe  waves  will  never  more  return, 
Thofe  moments  too,  are  in  time's  ocean  loft! 

Oh,  happy  place  !  haunt  of  my  earlieft  day, 
Where  firft  I  breath' d  the  humid  breath  of  life ; 
Where  I  had  hop'd  to  have  drawn  my  lateft  ugh, 
And  refted  peaceful  on  my  mother-earth : 
Yet  more  than  half  life's  fpan,  time  meafur'd  here, 
And  Ceres  pour'd  her  gifts  in  plenty  down, 
Under  a  Parent's  wing,  long  time  I  ftay'd, 
A  God-like  man  !  Benevolent  and  wife  ; 
With  able  head,  and  liberal  hand  adorn'd, 
Like  this  rich  plenteous  ftream,  in  rapid  courfe, 
And  bad  creation  wear  a  fairer  form. 

A  Mother's  tender  care  here  rear'd  a  plant, 
That  better  had  been  to  the  earth  confign'd, 
'Ere  it  had  known  the  chilling  winter's  froft, 
'Ere  I  had  ever  known  her  lofs  to  mourn. 
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How  many  fcenes  thefe  obje&s  do  renew,. 
Like  tablets,  they  bear  records  of  the  parr., 
And  mem' ry  gives  a  faint  porTeffi on  ftiil. 
Fancy  re-echoes  from  that  grove,  a  voice, 
Whofe  magic  notes,  could  threaten  or  perfuade  >  90 
Under  that  Portico,  methinks  I  fee, 
The  noble  perfon  of  my  much  lov'd  fire, 
With  ftep  majeftic,  and  a  port  divine, 
Turning  in  thought,  matter  of  high  debate, 
Or  viewing  of  the  fcene,  his  tafte  adorn'd  ;  95 
Nor  this  the  only  fcene  his  genius  rear'd, 
For  Thames,  thy  banks  can  boaft  another  Fam 
Which  e'en  the  Tyber's  would  not  have  difgrac'd, 
Nor  antient  Rome,  have  blufh'd  to  call  her  own, 
By  this  excell'd  in  ornament  within.  100 
Where  Albion's  fair,  this  gay  *  Pantheon  grace, 

And 


*  Here  alfo,  to  the  South  Eaft  of  the  Hofpital,  we  fee  Ranelagh  Gar- 
dens, which  is  one  of  t.hofe  publick  places  of  pleafure,  about  this  metropo- 
lis, not  to  be  equalled  in  all  Europe.  The  gardens  are  beautiful,  but 
the  Amphitheatre  is  much  more  to  be  admired ;  it  is  a  circular  building, 
whofe  external  diameter  is  180  feet;  round  the  whole  is  an  arcade,,  and 
over  that  a  gallery  and  baluftrade,  to  admit  the  company  into  the  upper 

boxes,. 
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And  with  their  charms,  bright  as  the  orb  of  day, 

Revolve  in  fplendour,  on  the  admiring  view, 

Nay,  ev'n  to  where  the  Chervil  tribute  gives, 

And  joins  the  Ifis  in  its  ouzy  bank,  105 

Thy  name  is  held  in  veneration  due  : 

Where  on  your  wide  domain  explored  the  mine,  * 

With  grateful  warmth  to  chear  the  num'rous  poor. 

But 


boxes,  except  where  the  entrances  break  the  continuity  :  over  this  are  the 
windows,  (as  exhibited  in  the  copper-plate)  and  it  terminates  with  the  roof. 
The  internal  diameter  is  1 50  feet,  and  the  architecture  of  the  infide,  cor- 
refponds  with  the  outfide,  except  that  over  every  column,  between  the 
windows,  termini  fupport  the  roof. 

In  the  middle  of  the  area,  is  a  chimney  with  four  faces,  which  makes  it 
warm  and  comfortable  in  cold  weather.  The  orcheftra  fills  up  the  place 
which  was  originally  one  of  the  entrances :  the  orcheftra  then  ftood  in  the 
center,  where  the  chimney  is  at  prefent.  The  entertainment  confifts  of  a 
fine  band  of  murk,  with  an  organ,  and  fome  of  the  beft  voices. — Eatkk's 
Bijlory  of  London. 

*  Mr.  Lacy,  on  his  eftate  in  Oxfordfhire,  a  county  where  coal  was  very- 
dear,  tried  the  experiment  of  digging  for  a  mine,  and  funk  a  confiderable 
part  of  his  fortune  in  the  enterprize.  As  Mr.  Lacy  was  in  a  ftate  of  in- 
dependence, it  reflects  the  greater  luftre  on  his  public  fpirit.  Had  it  met 
with  fuccefs,  (and  which,  if  he  had  lived,  it  perhaps  would)  he  would  have 
been  amply  rewarded.  Eut,  as  in  fearchtng  for  the  Philofcpher's  ftone,  a  ufe- 
ful  difcovery  v/as  made,  fo  the  country  have  yet  reafon  to  refpect  Mr.  Lacy  Y 
memory.  Mr.  Lacy  had  a  right  of  inclofure  on  the  common  land,  on  his 
eftate,  which  he  left -open  and  free,  as  his  own  liberal  mind.  Would  it 
had  been  more  circumfcribed  in  his  bequefts,  but,  like  Heaven,  he  left  him, 
who  has  moft  reafon  to  revere  his  memory,  f*  fufficlent  to  have  f.ood,  yet 
"  free  to  fall.,r 
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But  laft,  not  leaft,  Maria  is  my  grief, 
Oh  !  fccnes  yet  more  endear'd  by  you  ! 
Where  Hymen's  bands  did  once  our  hearts  unite, 
And  beauteous  offspring  gave  the  pledge  of  love, 
Yet  not  within  this  paradife  to  dwell, 
Your  dear  defcendants  have  the  world  to  roam, 
Lolt  by  a  parent,  this  enchanting  fcene, 
Driven  from  this  garden  of  delight  and  eafe ; 
Yet  not  thy  faith,  dear  faint,  moft  true, 
Endow' d  with  wifdom,  prudence,  care, 
Oh  had  our  general  mother  been  as  firm, 
Sin  had  ne'er  enter'd  on  this  world  of  woe ; 
Nor  death  have  defolated  human  kind. 
To  fins  temptations  thou  indeed  wert  proof, 
(Tho'  ferpents  try'd  to  lure  thee  by  their  guile) 
But  deaths  alas !  too  foon  a  conquer!  made, 
And  ftruck  thee  with  his  all-fubduing  dart. 

And  now,  methinks,  upon  this  dreary  more, 
Like  a  wreck' d  mariner  forlorn  I  {land, 
The  lliip,  indeed,  from  far  appears  in  view, 
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But  ah  !  the  treafures  of  the  freight  arc  loft ; 

And  now  on  thefe  devoted  mournful  banks,  135 

Devoted  now  to  turn  life's  pages  back, 

Oh,  Thames,  reflect  thofe  images  to  view, 

Unreal,  as  are  thofe  objects  you  prelent. 

Canft  thou  roll  back  thy  waters  to  their  fource, 

And  give  again  my  days  and  hours  now  gone  ;  140 

Or  with  oblivion  like  the  drowzy  flood, 

Now  med'cine  me  to  artificial  eafe. 

There  ftands  that  void  and  empty  cafket  now, 

Which  once,  indeed,  contain'd  a  jewel  rare, 

Its  price  "  'bove  rubies,"  was  efteem'd,  145 

And  juftly  too,  by  Ifrael's  fapient  king. 

See  yon  proud  tow'r,  that  rears  its  lofty  head, 
And  bears  the  femblance  *  of  Religion's  mien, 
But  like  too  many,  who  that  garb  afTume, 
It  wears,  alas!  no  fanclity  within :  150 
But  yet  its  fteeple  is  indeed  fincerc, 

D  And 


*  A  building  in  the  form  of  a  Chapel. 
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And  cloth  contain  a  monitor  mod  true, 

A  preacher,  who  doth  hourly  loud  proclaim, 

How  faft  life's  fleeting  moments  pafs  away. 

Can  I  thefe  fcenes  in  mem'ry  now  go  o'er,  155 
And  yet  forget  thee,  Allen  *  good  old  man, 
Cceval  with  my  life,  thy  fiation  here, 
Thou'ir.  borne  me  on  thy  knee  a  thoufand  times, 
Now  in  thy  narrow  cot  thou  fleep'ft  fecure, 
More  found  than  on  the  high  and  giddy  maft  :  160 
Thy  manners  boifl'rous,  like  the  ocean  rude, 
But  wider  dill,  than  its  extended  fhores, 
From  that  falfe  element  you  differ'd  far: 
Full  thirty  fummers  watch' d  this  pleafing  fpot, 
You  trim'd  the  vine,  and  kept  all  weeds  away.  165 
Like  your  own  mind,  producing  choiceft  fruits, 
Things  rank  and  grofs,  ne'er  found  admittance  there. 

Except 

*  Allen  was  in  the  capacity  of  gardener ;  he  was  formerly  bred  to  the  fea, 
and  had  been  many  voyages.    He  had  all  the  bluntnefs,  franknefs,  and 
honefty  of  the  failor.    It  might  be  faid  of  him,  as  of  Shakefpear's  Adam. 
"  Oh  !  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears, 
"  The  antique  fervice  of  the  antient  world." 
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Except  one  weed,  indeed,  of  quickeft  growth, 

One  blighted,  fhrub  your  garden  did  invade, 

Which  now  is  rocted  from  its  native  foil.  170 

Thy  antient  matter  knew  thy  value  well, 

Which  bore  an  humble  femblance  of  his  own, 

Nay,  ev'n  that  Cynic,  who  nor  deem'd  the  fun, 

Had  influ'nce  to  explore  the  human  mind, 

Would,  knowing  thee,  have  thrown  his  lamp  aiide.  175 

There  ftands  the  tree,  which  laft  I  put  in  th1  ground, 
A  mournful  plant  /*  in  fympathy  it  weeps. 
More  tears  as  years  increafe,  increas'd  it  fheds, 
And  from  the  fount  of  forrow  feems  to  thrive, 
Alas !  I  too  have  put  forth  moots  of  woe  !  180 
For  ev'ry  year  fome  frefh  affliction  brings. 
My  lowly  cottage  as  my  large  domain, 
Has  not  withftood  the  ravage  of  the  ftorm. 
Yet  have  I  comforts  many,  yet  in  ftore  ; 
But  comforts  did  I  fay,  they  are  my  pain*  185 

For 


*  A  Weeping  Willow. 
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For  fuch,  alas !  is  my  untoward  fate, 

To  mourn  the  living,  more  than  thofe  are  gone.. 

But  He}  who  can  the  rujjT  d  wave  controul. 
Who  even  views  "  a  /par 'row  in  its  fall" 
To  His  behefts  mbmifiively  I  bow, 
Imploring  Providence  to  be  their  guide. 
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A  C  T I  N  G,  dear  Thornton,  its  perfection  draws 
From  no  obfervance  of  mechanic  laws : 
No  fettled  maxims  of  a  fav  rite  ftage, 
No  rules  deliver'd  down  from  age  to  age, 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will, 
Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  fkill. 

B  If 
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If,  'mbngft  the  humble  hearers  of  the  pit, 

Some  curious  vet'ran  critic  chance  to  fit, 

Is  he  pleas'd  more  becaufe  'twas  acted  fo 

By  Booth  and  Cibber  thirty  years  ago?. 

The  mind  recals  an  object  held  more  dear, 

And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 

Why  lov'd  we  Wilks's  air,  Booth's  nervous  tone? 

In  them  'twas  natural,  'twas  all  their  own. 

A  Garrick's  genius  mult  our  wonder  raife, 

But  gives  his  mimic  no  reflected  praife. 

Thrice  happy  Genius,  whole  unrival'd  name 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  Fame ! 
'Tis  thine  to  lead,  with  more  than  magic  fkill, 
The  train  of  captive  paflions  at  thy  will ; 
To  bid  the  burfting  tear  fpontaneous  flow 
In  the  fweet  fenfe  of  fympathetic  woe : 
Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  chilnefs  creep, 
When  horrors  fuch  as  thine  have  murder  d  Jleep ; 
And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  frantic  flare, 
'Tis  Lear  alarms  me,  for  I  fee  him  there. 
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Nor  yet  confin'd  to  Tragic  walks  alone, 
The  Comic  Mufe  too  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  requisite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  Spirit,  Judgment,  Elegance,  and  Eafe, 
Familiar  nature  forms  thy  only  rule, 
From  Ranger's  rake  to  Drugger's  vacant  fool. 
With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  fo  various  bleft, 
That  what  we  fee  the  laft,  we  like  the  beft. 
Not  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgment's  dear  expencc, 
But  burft  outrageous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe. 

Perfection's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
'Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  Play'r's  profeilion  (tho'  I  hate  the  phrafe, 
'Tis  fo  mechanic  in  thefe  modern  days) 
Lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftart, 
Nature's  true  knowledge  is  his  only  art. 
The  ftrong-felt  pallion  bolts  into  the  face, 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace  ? 
To  this  one  ftandard  make  your  juft  appeal, 
Here  lies  the  golden  fecret;  learn  to  feel. 


4  T    HE  ACTOR, 

Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diftreft, 
No  Actor  pleafes  that  is  not  pojfefsd. 

Once  on  the  ftage,  in  Rome's  declining  days, 
When  Chriftians  were  the  fubject  of  their  plays, 
Ere  perfecution  dropp'd  her  iron  rod, 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  Actor  flourifh'd  of  no  vulgar  fame, 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Genest  his  name. 
A  noble  object  for  his  (kill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  infulting  foes. 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws, 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  caufe. 
Fill'd  with  th'  idea  of  the  fecret  part, 
He  felt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
While  look  and  voice,  and  gefture,  all  expreft 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  Play'rs  breaft  ; 
Till  as  the  flame  thro'  all  his  bofom  ran. 
He  loft  the  Actor,  and  commene'd  the  Man  : 
Profeft  the  faith,  his  pagan  gods  denied, 
And  what  he  acted  then,  he  after  died. 
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The  Player's  province  they  but  vainly  try, 
Who  want  thefe  pow'rs,  Deportment ,  Voice^  and  Eye, 

The  Critic  Sight  'tis  only  Grace  can  pleafe, 
No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  Eafe. 
There  are,  who  think  the  ftature  all  in  all, 
Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 
The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplies, 
I  rate  no  Actor's  merit  from  his  fize. 
Superior  height  requires  fuperior  grace, 
And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  ? 

Theatric  monarchs,  in  their  tragic  gait, 
Affect  to  mark  the  folemn  pace  of  ftate. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong, 
The  other,  like  its  vaflal,  dragg'd  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  fo  exact  and  flow, 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet-fhow. 
The  mien  delights  us  that  has  native  grace, 
But  affectation  ill  fupplies  it  place. 
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Unfkilful  Actors,  like  your  mimic  apes, 
Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  fhapes ; 
However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art, 
No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 
What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line, 
Who  but  allows  his  attitude  is  fine  ? 
While  a  whole  minute  equipois'd  he  ftands, 
Till  praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands ! 
Refolv'd,  though  nature  hate  the  tedious  paufe, 
By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe. 
When  Romeo  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom, 
With  eager  madnefs  burfts  the  canvafs  tomb, 
The  fudden  whirl,  ftretch'd  leg,  and  lifted  ftafT, 
Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critic  laugh. 

To  paint  the  pafllon's  force,  and  mark  it  well, 
The  proper  action  nature's  felf  will  tell : 
No  pleafing  pow'rs  diftortions  e'er  exprefs, 
And  nicer  judgment  always  loaths  excefs. 
In  fock  or  bufkin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
Difgufts  our  reafon,  and  the  tafte  confounds. 
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Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  moleft, 
I  hate  your  fool  who  overacts  his  jeft  ; 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ, 
And,  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit 
With  mrug,  and  grin,  and  gefture  out  of  place, 
And  writes  a  foolifli  comment  with  his  face. 
Old  Johnson  once,  tho'  Cibber's  perter  vein 
But  meanly  groups  him  with  a  num'rous  train, 
With  fteady  face,  and  fober  hum'rous  mien, 
Fill'd  the  ftrong  outlines  of  the  Comic  fcene. 
What  was  writ  cjown,  with  decent  utt'rance  fpoke, 
Betray'd  no  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air, 
And  tho'  upon, the  ftage,  appear'd  ho  Play'r. 

The  word  and  action  mould  conjointly  fuit, 
But  acting  words  is  labour  too  minute. 
Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong ; 
While  fober  humour  marks  th'  impreflion  ftrong. 
Her  proper  traits  the  fixt  attention  hit, 
And  bring  me  clofer  to  the  poet's  wit ; 


3  THE       A    C    T  OR. 

With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go,  - 
Well-pleas'd,  and  not  afliam'd  of  being  fo. 

But  let  the  generous  Actor  ftill  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  Mimic's  care ! 
'Tis  a  poor  fkill,  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  ftage-cuftom,  honour'd  in  the  breach. 
Worfe  as  more  clofe,  the  dirlngenuous  art 
But  mews  the  wanton  loofenefs  of  the  heart. 
When  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean, 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  fcene, 
Forfaking  nature's  fair  and  open  road 
To  mark  fome  whim,  fome  ftrange  peculiar  mode, 
Fir'd  with  difguft  I  loath  his  fervile  plan, 
Defpife  the  mimic,  and  abhor  the  man. 
Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofpitals  repair, 
And  hunt  for  humour  in  diftortions  there ! 
Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motley  whim 
With  fhrug,  wink,  muffle,  and  convulfive  limb ; 
Then  fharne  at  once,  to  pleafe  a  trifling  age, 
Good  fenfe,  good  manners,  virtue,  and  the  ftage ! 


THE  ACTOR. 

'Tis  not  enough  the  Voice  be  found  and  clear, 
'Tis  modulation  that  muft  charm  the  ear. 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan, 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  fee-faw  tone, 
The  fame  foft  founds  of  unimpaiTion'd  woes 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  pafiion  can  exprefs, 
That  marks  the  proper  word  with  proper  ftrefs. 
But  none  emphatic  can  that  Actor  call, 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphafis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  the  "laboured  meafures  roll 
Slow  and  delib'rate  as  the  parting  toll, 
Point  ev'ry  flop,  mark  ev'ry  paufe  fo  ftrong, 
Their  words,  like  ftage-proceilions,  (talk  along. 
All  affectation  but  creates  difgufi, 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  juft. 

Nor  proper,  Thornton,  can  thofe  founds  appear 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear : 


D 
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In  vain  for  them  the  pleafing  meafure  flows, 
Whofe  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe ; 
Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  not  down, 
The  verb  disjointing  from  its  friendly  noun, 
While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition  join 
To  make  a  difcord  in  each  tuneful  line. 

'  Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  infipid  and  ferene ; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o'er, 
And  almoft  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 

More  nature  oft  and  finer  ftrokes  are  fhown 
In  the  low  whifper,  than  tempeftuous  tone. 
And  Hamlet's  hollow  voice  and  fixt  amaze 
More  powerful  terror  to  the.  mind  conveys, 
Than  he  who,  fwol'n  with  big  impetuous  rage. 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  ftage. 

He,  who  in  earneft  ftudies  o'er  his  part, 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
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The  modes  of  grief  are  not  included  all 

In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl ; 

A  Angle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe, 

Than  all  the  windings  of  the  lengthen'd  Oh. 

Up  to  the  Face  the  quick  fenfation  flies, 

And  darts  its  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  Eyes ; 

Love,  tranfport,  madnefs,  anger,  fcorn,  defpair, 

And  all  the  paflions,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  flowrets  round, 
And  with  her  ftraws  fantaftic  ftrews  the  ground., 
In  vain  now  rings,  now  heaves  the  defp'rate  figh, 
If  phrenzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 
In  Cibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak, 
And  call  the  tear  faft  trick'ling  down  my  cheek: 

There  is  a  fault  which  ftirs  the  critic's  rage; 
A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  ftao;e. 
I  have  feen  Actors,  and  admir'd  ones  too, 
Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their  cue; 
In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away, 
Yet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay ; 
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Whofe  eyes  and  thoughts  on  diff'rent  objects  -roam, 
Until  the  Prompter's,  voice  recall  them  home. 

Diveft  yourfelf  of  hearers,  if  you  can, 
And  ftrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man. 
Why  fhould  the  well-bred  Actor  wifh  to  know 
Who  fits  above  to-night,  or  who  below? 
So,  'mid  th'  harmonious  tones  of  grief  or  rage, 
Italian  fquallers  oft  difgrace  the  (rage ; 
When,  with  a  fimp'ring  leer,  and  bow  profound, 
The  fqueaking  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round,; 
Or  proud  Mandane,  of  imperial  race, 
Familiar  drops  a  curt'fie  to  her  grace, 

To  fuit  the  drefs  demands  the  Actor's  art» 
Yet  there  are  thofe  who  over-drefs  the  part. 
To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things, 
Black  wigs  to  murd'rers,  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 
But  Michael  Caflio  might  be  drunk  enough, 
Tho'  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with  muff*. 
Why  fhou'd  Pol.  Peachum  fhine  in  fattin  cloaths? 
Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  fcarlet  hofe  ? 
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But  in  ftage-cuftoms  what  offends  me  moft 
Is  the  flip-door,  and  flov/ly-rifing  ghofl. 
Tell  me,  nor  count  the  queftion  too  fevere, 
Why  need  the  difmal  powder'd  forms  appear? 

When  chilling  horrors  fhake  th'  affrighted  king, 
And  guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fling ; 
When  keeneft  feelings  at  his  bofom  pull, 
And  fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full ; 
Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  place, 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
The  king  alone  fhou'd  form  the  phantom  there, 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair. 


If  Belvidera  her  lov'd  lofs  deplore, 
Why  for  twin  fpectres  burfts  the  yawning  floor  ? 
When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries, 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes, 
And  ftill  purfues  them  with  a  frantic  ftare, 
'Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  vifions  there. 
More  inftant  horror  would  enforce  the  fcene, 
If  all  her  fhudd'rings  were  at  fhapes  unfeen. 

E  Poet 
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Poet  and  Actor  thus,  with  blended  fkill, 
Mould  all  our  paflions  to  their  inftant  will ; 
'Tis  thus,  when  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
(The  fpeaking  comment  of  his  Shakespeare's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  make  with  horror,  or  diflblve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  tafte, 
Nor  dulnefs  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte ! 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rer's  fire, 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire ! 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  ftage  belong, 
Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,  or  fong. 
For  other  purpofe  was  that  fpot  defign'd : 
To  purge  the  paflions,  and  reform  the  mind, 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art, 
And  while  it  charms  the  ear  to  mend  the  heart. 

Thornton,  to  thee,  I  dare  with  truth  commend. 
The  decent  ftage  as  virtue's  natural  friend. 
Tho'  oft  debased  with  fcenes  profane  and  loofe, 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  its  proper  ufe. 


THE  ACTOR. 

Tho'  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  function  fhame, 
Religion's  perfect  law  is  ftill  the  fame. 
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Shall  They,  who  trace  the  paflions  from  their  rife 
Shew  fcorn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice  ? 
Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan, 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man, 
Shall  their  profeflion  e'er  provoke  difdain, 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft.  in  the  moral  train, 
Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art, 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart? 

Yet,  haplefs  Artift !  tho'  thy  fkill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  Praife, 
Tho'  at  thy  beck  Applaufe  delighted  ftands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  hands, 
Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath! 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal, 
And  lateft  times  th'  Eternal  Nature  feel. 
Tho1  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play'r, 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  Actor's  fhare, 

Relentlefs 
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Relentlefs  death  untwifts  the  mingled  fame, 
And  finks  the  Player  in  the  Poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face, 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind, 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind. 


THE  END. 
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Printed  por  the  Author,  and  Published  by  Cullen  and 
Co.  No.  54,  Pall-Mall  ;  and  Wenman  and  Hodgson, 
No.  144,  Fleet-street. 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING. 


The  PROPRIETORS  of  the  THEATRE  ROYAL  NUBIBUS 

refpeclfully  inform  the  Public  that  mortly  will  be  reprefented  a 
New  Quadrupedical  Pan tomimic al  Ballet,  entitled 

FORESTUS  FANDANGO; 
or,  The    ANIMALIAN  JUBILEE- 

DRAMATIS    QUADRUPEDIA : 

Harlequin  -                    AFRICANUS  MONKEYNO 

Pantaloon  -                      ARABIA  ELEPHANTO. 

Clown  -    -     COLUMBIA  BRUINO. 

Scaramouch  -                   SIGNIOR  GREYHOUNDO. 

AND 

Columbine       -  SIGNORA  GRIMALKINA. 

An  ALMANDE, 

By  the  famous  Don.  ROZINANTE  and  Donna  DONKEYNA; 

With  a  Double  Hornpipe, 

By  the  Celebrated  HANDYNO  PONEYNO  and  ROGERINO 

BULLANO. 

Between  tht  Afts  a  foft  IT" ALIAN  AIR  will  be  Majejiically  roared  by 
SIRE     L  I  O  N  O 

(BEING   HIS    FIRST   APPEARANCE    ON    ANY  STAGE) 

The  whole  to  Conclude  with  the 
TRIUMPHAL     ENTRY  OF 

BUCEPHALUS  into  the  WILDERNESS. 

And  a  GRAND  CHORUS  by  the  Characters. 


.Or  J 

New  mufic  is  compofed  for  the  occafion,  and  the  accompaniments 
moft  happily  adapted  to  the  feveral  roarings,  bellowing*,  brayings, 
grumblings,  neighings,  &c.  of  the  different  performers.  The  cha- 
racters new  dreffed,  and  every  thing  conducted  with  the  utmoft  bril- 
liancy and  decorum. 

And  that  nothing  may  be  wanting  to  render  this  magnificent  Spec- 
tacle fatisfactory  and  fuperb  to  the  eye  of  tafte  and  elegance,  deputies 
have  been  difpatched  to  the  moft  noted  fields,  forefts,  and  defarts,  and 
the  beft  Performers  of  the  Woods  felected  for  the  occafion.  They 
have,  too,  been  fome  months  in  training,  and  now  fo  gentle,  may  be 
played  with  like  lap-dogs. 

The  Proprietors  further  afTure  the  Public,  that  Melpomene  and  Thalia. 
have  received  their  difmijion,  as  drabs  now  ufelefs  at  Theatres  Royal ; 
and  that  all  Comedians   (excepting  thofe  necelfary  to  feed,  ftable, 
curry,   and  litter  the  prefent  reinforcement),  have  difcharges  ready 
figned,  which  will  be  delivered  in  form  at  the  conclulion  of  the  feafon ; 
and  all  future  applications  from  fuch  will  be  rejected  from  this  notice  ; 
finding  from  experience,  that  human  voices  are  too  weak  and  imperfect 
to  convey  the  fenfe  of  the  Poet  to  the  major  part  of  the  auditory  of 
houfes  fo  large  and  extenfive ;  andjthat  the  natives  of  wilds  and  wajles 
are  better  calculated  to  exhibit  in  a  wildernefs  than  thofe  of  the  former 
eftabliftiment.    The  works,  too,  of  Shakefpeare,  Dryden,  Rowe,  Ot- 
way,  5cc.  are  to  expire  on  the  funeral  pile  j  conceiving  fuch  traih  too 
vulgar  and  infipid  to  amufe  a  fenfible  and  judicious  people,  who  are  fo 
generous  to  pay  fix  (hillings  for  what  may  be  viewed  in  places  of  more 
propriety  for  two.    And  as  all  the  above-named  performers  are  engaged 
at  immenfe  falaries  and  early  benefits,  the  Proprietors  n v.  y  be  under  the 
neceflity  of  taxing  the  audience  another  ftiilling  on  the  price  of  ad- 
mittance 
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mittance.  But,  mould  this  take  place,  they  pledge  themfelves  to  fix 
a  fufficient  number  of  peace  officers  to  prevent  difturbance,  mould  the 
company  prefume  to  think  themfelves  impofed  on,  or  dare  refent  the 
leaft  infringement  on  their  long-accuftomed  privileges.  And  as  they 
mean  to  be  indefatigable  in  their  prefent  defign  of  converting  a  place 
of  rational  amufement  into  a  Bear  Garden,  hope  to  be  honoured  with 
that  patronage  fuch  exertions  deferve,  and  that  the  following  Hint  will 
alfo  meet  the  approbation  of  the  Minifter,  and  draw  his  attention  be- 
fore the  opening  of  the  Budget. 

N.  B.  No  Lady  or  Gentleman  need  be  apprehenfive  of  fome  of  the 
new  performers  taking  fright ;  for  mould  any  little  miftake  huppen, 
fuch  as  a  fudden  phinge  into  the  pit,  or  a  leap  into  the  boxes,  no  fur- 
ther mifchief  could  enfue,  than  the  lofs  of  a  few  lives  >  which  is,  a  .tri- 
fling confideration  compared  to  the  gratification  they  will  receive ;  and 
befides,  the  Public  will,  with  their  ufnal  good  nature,  make  every  al- 
lowance for  a  firji  appearance. 

Theatre-Royal  Nubibusx  - 
Feb.  31.  1995. 


TO  THE 

Rt.  Hon.  WILLIAM  PITT 


A  REVIEW  OF  THE  STAGE, 


LARGE  houfcs  incornmodioufly, 
Few  performers  of  ability, 
And  in  Theatres  Royally, 
Handy's  troop  mew  difgracefully, 
As  by  no  means  theatrically, 
For  at  fuch  trafh  and  trumpery, 
(Never  known,  Sirs,  till  lately,) 
We  may  juftly  cry— Well-a-day ! 
Quadrupeds  without  utility, 
Difplayed  pantomimically, 
And  fneered  at  contemptuoufly. 

In  Newfpapers  ridicuoufly, 
Puffs  blazon  confpicuoufly  : 
Mere  orientation  and  vanity, 
Cooked  up  Managerically, 
To  lure  the  unthinkingly. 

C  All 
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All  dramatic  intelligency, 
Inferted  fo  craftily  , 
Comes  from  Manager  fecretly, 
And  (befides  orders  plentifully) 
Paid  for  mod  lavifhly  : 

And  while  fwallowed  creduloufly. 
Or  the  Town  take  it  patiently, 
Hold  the  reins  too,  thus  carelefsly, 
Nor  lafli  reprehenfively, 
They  will  dafh  on  thus  fhamelefsly, 
And  think  it  found  policy. 

Acting  managers  (vehemently) 
In  fpeech  confequentially, 
Bruit  forth  their  duplicity, 
As  deeds  meritorioufly. 

High  time  to  act  fpiritedly 
When  proprietors  heartily 
Laugh  at  indulgency, 
And  their  patrons  credulity. 

A  new  play  almoft  weekly, 
Moft,  written  execrably, 
Bought  with  funis  paltry, 
To  impofe  on  us  grofsly. 

Thus  acting  with  arrogancy, 
Treat  merit  difdainfully, 
Reject  good  pieces  ignorantly, 
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Or  deprefs  genius  wilfully, 
Unlefs  recommendatory. 

Rob  authors  inhumanly, 
Of  benefits  long  cuftomary, 
Purchafe  plays  niggardly, 
Then  boaft  generofity  ! 

Frefh faces  perpetually, 
(Talents  not  fhiningly) 
To  draw  audience  crowdedly, 
And  managers  end  anfwered  by, 
Drop  again  in  obfcurity. 

Thus  the  Town  is  gull'd  fhamefully. 
Tax'd  moft  enormoufly,  • 
By  price  raifed  immoderately, 
For  feats  far  lefs  comfortably, 
Than  what  they  were  formerly, 
And  fome  placed  fo  diftantly, 
Scarce  a  word's  heard  diftinclively. 

This  tax  too,  enforcedly \ 
By  fuch  numerous  magistracy, 
To  keep  people  peaceably, 
Who  had  no  right  to  bear  patiently, 
Their  province  invaded  by, 
Impofitions  infultingly, 
Nor  pafs  them  by  tamely, 
When  offer'd  fo  daringly, 


<   8  ) 


But  force  Legiflatively, 
Kept  a  public  at  bay,  Sit*, 

Taxes  increafe  rapidly, 
Which  the  poor  feel  moft  grievoufly 
All  deplore  mournfully, 
While  the  Theatres  go  fcot  free! 

Patentees  fare  moft  fumptuoufly, 
Live  very  fplendidly, 
Town  and  country  refidency! 
Furnifhed  magnificently! 
In  chariots  fuperbly, 
Lol  proud  and  fupinely, 
And  fpurn  honeft  induftry, 
When  a  dun  appears  openly. 

Players  (unreflectingly) 
On  large  weekly  falary, 
Spend  their  time  merrily, 
Moft  diflipatedly, 
Some  parfimonioufly, 
But  very  few  worthily. 

Fair  Helens  (all  elegancy, 
Wit,  love  and  pleafantry) 
Gallant  it  fo  fafhionably, 
Should  I  fay  proflitutionallyy 
They'd  call  it  impertinently, 
And,  tho'  immerg'd  in  debauchery, 
Hear  it  unblufliingly. 


If  difeafe  avaricioufly, 
Be  found  conftitutionally, 
Bleed  the  vein  of  extravagancy, 
As  the  right  cure  methodically. 

This  will  e'er  prove  effectually, 
Let  who  will 'act  medicinally, 
For  with  purfe  diplomatiquely, 
Whether  princely,  or  peafantry, 
You  may  take  a  degree,  Sirs.. 

Tarquins  (bred  Dung-hilly, 
With  barn  troop  itinerantly) 
Of  paft  times  forgetfully, 
Act  very  ungracioufly, 
And  grow  fo  overbearingly, 
That  circumftance  recently, 
(Supprefs'd  out  of  decency) 
Deem  it  ungentlemanly, 
Indeed,  fome  call  it  villainoufly, 

Tho'  allow'd  to  be  ravi/hmgly  ! 
Yet  by  no  means  fo  temptingly \ 

(However  ^/-temptedly) 

But  Lucretia,  mofl:  virtuoufly, 

Refented  indignity, 

Nor  would  pafs  by  the  injury, 

Or  be  bribed  into  fecrecy. 

C 
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Juft  anger,  thus  rouzedly, 
To  check,  was  politicany  ; 
As  Jury,  felecledly, 
In  Court  fit  decidedly, 
And  with  tales,  thus  amufingly 
Might  agree  too,  unanimouily, 
That  Juftice  impartially, 
Pafs  fentence  decisively, 
And,  in  language  tranfportingly 
Cry- -a  trip,  Sir,  to  Botany  1 
Or  fconce  ftuck  in  pillory. 

So  waving  all  ceremony, 
And  to  do  things  too,  cleverly 
Creep  into  print  pitifully, 
With  apology  fneakingly. 

Turn  informer  maliciouflv, 
And  to  magiftrate  perfonally, 
Comes,  Sirs,  complainingly, 
Of  infult  on  Patentee  ; 
By  players,  goodnaturedly, 
(And  but  for  two  nights  only} 
Performing  for  charity, 
For  brother  in  Marfhalfea. 
And  thus  interferinorlv, 
Deprived  him  of  Libertv. 

Thus  little  fouls,  naturally, 
Ever  acl  cowardly. 
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The  State  make#a  patentee, 
The  patent  monopoly, 
Under  which  they  acl  wickedly, 
Can  afford  to  pay  liberally, 
70  a  State  thus  their  guarantee. 

Will,  no  doubt,  comply  chearfully, 
Where  a  claim  may  come  rightfully  y 
In  a  tax  laid  judicioufly, 
Sir,  obferve  not  too  fpanngly. 

For  decorations  expenfively, 
One  Shilling  per  head,  d'ye  fee, 
They  tax  us  unreafonably, 
Tho'  additional  company 
Re-imburfed  them  moft  amply. 

On  this  fubject  minutely, 
Having  fmall  capability, 
I  can  touch  but  imperfecllyy 
But  idea  judgmatically, 
In  you  mine  fo'  forcibly, 
That  a  hint  given  happily, 
And  what  would  be  ferviceably. 
Might  prove  irrefiftibly, 
Confidered  attentively, 

And  tho'  given  prefumptuoufly, 
May  deem  it  fo  whimfically, 
As  to  tickle  you  pleafantly. 
So  that  wound  up  harmonioufly, 
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You  may,  Sir,  agree  g|ith  me 
That  this  (hilling  extortionately, 
(You  may  add  'tether  fixpenny,) 
Ta'en  from  them  fo  prettily, 
Would  be  fuch  an  expediency, 
And  a'  happy  conveniency, 
In  this  time  of  exigency. 
Come  to  Government  properly, 
Punifli  defervedly, 
And  the  people  not  injured  by. 
Nay,  but  few  individually, 
Thofe  not  effentially, 
For  gains  fo  confiderably, 
Might  fpare  very  eafily, 
And  impofitions  fo  glaringly 
Retaliated^//?/)/. 
"  You  may  reft,  Sir  affuredly, 
Twould  be  relifhed  delightfuJLy3 
The  poor  would  lefs  bui  thened  be, 
That  now  feel  moft  poignantly, 
We  fliould  all  too  bow  gratefully, 
Thank  you  moft  cordially, 
To  the  State  muft  come  ufefully, 
Is  my  opinion  candidly. 

Mr.  PITT  take  the  hint 

LACONICALLY. 
*To  be  continued  more  pointedly. 

ft  - 
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ON  THE 

DEATH 

0  F 

SAMUEL    F'G.OTE,  Es 


SwE  E  T  Wag!  whofe  Voice  was  wont  to  cheer 
Our  Theatres  from  Year  to  Year; 
Whom  many  a  Summer  we  have  feen, 
The  merrieft  Songfter  on  the  Green ; 
Whofe  Wit  Hibernians  Sons  could  charm, 
And  Scotifh  Climes  with  Wagg'ry  warm; 
Whether  in  borrowed  Bufli  of  Hair, 
He  ap'd  the  fmirking  Auctioneer; 

A  2 
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Or  frrutting  big  a  Major  bold, 
The  dire  Difmay  at  Hounflow  told; 
How  a  whole  Herd  of  Beeves  took  fright, 
And  put  the  City  Files  to  flight ; 
Allow'd  to  glad  our  Scenes  awhile, 
Once  the  Delight  of  Albion's  Ifle! 
In  many  a  Tale  who  charm'd  before, 
Is  doom'd  alas — to  charm  no  more  ! 

When  *  Mercury  had  frac'd  the  Rover, 
The  furly  Ferryman  at  Dover 
Took  in  the  Wag  and  wafted  over, 
Old  Charon  in  his  batter'd  Bark ; 
But  hark?  what  difmal  Voices,  hark? 
What  Sound  is  that,  or  rather  Groan, 
That  iftues  out  of  Lud's  great  Town ; 
Loud  as  the  Billows  beat  the  Shore, 
And  univerfal  as  their  Roar? 
Through  the  whole  Ifie  the  Moanings  (pread ; 
'Tis  Samuel,  Samuel,  Samuel's  dead ! 
Ye  Swans  of  Thames  prepare  to  chime, 
Who  out  of  Mud,  Fog,  Darknefs  rhime; 


*  See  Lu can's  Dialogues. 

He  died  at  Dover  in  his  Way  to  France,  Cftober  i?7y. 

Croak 
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Croak  Elegies,  and  Ditties  bring, 

With  footy  Plume  of  Raven's  Wing, 

The  doleful  Dirge,  the  Song  prepare,  1 

In  Ledger,  Poft,  or  Gazetteer,  ? 

Squeeze  out  the  Maudlin  Mufe's  Tear  ?  J 

Ye  Hags  that  chant  in  Streets  for  Gain, 

Cull  out  the  Melancholic  Strain? 

Ye  Printers  Devils  ftretch  your  Throats, 

Warble  your  unmelodious  Notes  ? 

For  Foote,  who  like  a  Mirror  fhone, 

Your  Ariftophanes —  is  gone  ? 

Ye  laughing  Wags  that  love  good  Cheer, 

Who  his  felecl:  Companions  were; 

As  the  fwift  Bottle  march'd  along, 

With  loud  Applaufe  Io  Pceans  fung ; 

When  from  his  Mouth  fome  lucky  Stroke, 

With  Drollery  of  Action  broke  ; 

ExprelTive  Grin,  arch  Eye  and  Look, 

Salacious,  apropos,  a  Joke; 

Ye  *  Thatch'd-houfe  Blades  his  Lofs  deplore, 

For  Foote,  your  Belzebub's — no  more ! 


*  Samuel  Foote,  Efq;  was  Prefident  of  a  Society  held  at  that  Tavern, 
called  the  Belzebub  Club. 

B  Ye 
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Ye  Marrow- bones  and  Cleavers  rally  ? 

Ye  Nymphs  that  ply  in  every  Alley, 

Who  to  behold  the  mimic  Man, 

To  crowd  the  Play-houfe  Galleries  ran; 

From  Princes  Street  to  Charing  Crofs, 

Ye  Hedge  Lane  Nymphs,  deplore  his  Lofs ; 

To  Cytherea  make  your  Moan, 

For  Ariftophanes — is  gone ! 

Ye  fimm'ring  Dames  that  love  Delight, 

Who  front  the  Side- box  Rows  each  Night ; 

Ye  Prudes,  that  ambufh'd  in  Difguife, 

Spreading  your  Fans  before  your  Eyes 

To  hide  the  Blufh — that  doth  not  rife, 

And  under  that  commodious  Screen 

Take  the  full  Charge  of  Bawdry  in ; 

When  in  your  Ears  chafte  Mother  Cole, 

Pour'd  forth  the  Frothings  of  her  Soul ; 

And  to  your  Eyes  expos'd  to  View 

A  Bagnio  Scene  and  all  its  Shew; 

Compound  of  Sanctity  and  Sin, 

The  Porterefs  of  Charms  and  Gin? 

Ye  merry  Wags  who  laugh  at  Wit, 

To  fee  Quack,  Bawd,  or  Coxcomb  hit; 


[    7  ] 

Who  arch  Grimace  and  Pun  admire, 

Friends  of  the  Mufe  and  Phoebus  fire ; 

Who  fet  the  Theatres  on  Roar, 

Your  Samuel,  your  Foote  deplore, 

For  Foote,  your  Samuel,  is  no  more ! 

"  Weep,  *  Thaly,  weep!  no  more  be  gay, 

u  Throw  Socks  and  Soles  and  Mafk  away; 

"  With  your  bare  Feet  tread  fadly  on, 

"  The  melancholy  Stage  upon ; 

"  No  Flam  of  Merriment  let  'fcape, 

"  Hang  all  the  difmal  Scenes  with  Crape ; 

"  To  CandlefnufTers  make  your  Moan, 

"  For  Foote  your  Luminary's  gone ! 

"  Ye  Comic  Wits  that  glad  the  Age, 

"  Who  under  Thaly's  Banners  wage ; 

"  Whether  as  Manager  you  mine 

"  An  humble  Slave  to  ferve  the  Nine ; 

"  Or  charm  the  Galleries  or  Pit, 

"  Players,  or  Publishers  of  Wit; 

"  With  mangled  Rites  his  Lofs  deplore, 

"  For  Samuel,  Samuel,  is  no  more! 


*  Thaly,  from  Thalia,  the  Greek  Name  of  the  Comic  Mufe. 

B  2  «  For 
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"  For  Foote  the  Mufes  merrieft  Son, 

"  To  Pluto's  Region  he  is  gone  ; 

"  That  Soul  of  Satire,  Wit  and  Whim, 

<£  Even  Death  has  clapt  his  Claws  on  him!" 

Weep,  Albion  weep  !  your  Lofs  deplore, 

The  Britifli  Cenfor  is  no  more ! 

No  Thrafher  now  to  mouth  and  rail, 

Whirls  round  and  round  his  threatening  Flail; 

To  cleanfe  the  Barley  from  the  Chaff, 

The  guilty  Candidate  may  laugh; 

The  Dame  whofe  Lord  is  living  ftill, 

May  fhine  a  Duchefs  if  fhe  will ; 

Nor  dread  the  Bard's  dramatic  Rage, 

The  idle  Mockery  of  the  Stage ; 

Nabobs  their  ill -got  Wealth  may  keep, 

And  Jobbers  o'er  their  Contracts  lleep; 

The  Prieft  may  cant,  the  Bawd  and  Jew 

Seduction,  Ufury  purfue ; 

The  Minifter  may  bribe  encore, 

For  Samuel,  Samuel,  is  no  more ! 


#  * 


A  N 

ODE 

O  N   H  I  S 

MAJESTY'S 

B    I    R    T    H  -  D    A  Y. 

i. 

FaVOUR'D  of  Earth  and  Skies, 
See,  fee,  Britannia?  happy  Parent  rife  ! 

See,  fee,  exalted  on  thy  Throne, 

A  Monarch  of  our  own  ! 

Great  George  our  King, 

His  lov'd  Offspring ; 

Charlotte's  fair  Race, 

Each  Maid  a  Grace, 
Of  fobcr  Joys  and  Temperance  the  Crown  : 

C 


Examples 


[     '°  ] 

Examples  cf  conjugal  Blifs, 
Of  Concord  and  Jays  without  Strife; 
The  very  beft  Hufband  Her  Spoufe  is, 
And  Charlotte's  the  very  befc  Wife. 

II. 

See,  fee,  Britannia,  once  again, 
See,  what  our  Fathers  wifh'd,  but  wim'd  in  vain  ? 

With  Virtues  worthy  of  a  Throne, 

A  Sovereign  of  our  own  ; 

His  Sons  a  princely  Race, 

In  whom  we  trace, 
Each  Royal  Feature  and  each  budding  Grace : 
As  Lillies  of  the  Field  His  Daughters  fair, 

Make  them  thy  Care ; 
Ah,  fweet  Britannia!  'tis  a  Nation's  Pray'r! 

Protect  Him  by  Day  and  by  Night, 

Ah  1  grant  him  at  Home  and  Abroad, 

Since  Peace  is  the  Monarch's  Delight, 

The  Bleflings  of  Peace  for  Reward ! 

III. 

See,  fee,  return'd  the  happy  Day, 
Fragrant  with  Flow'rs  of  May, 
That  gave  Him  to  thy  Hopes,  Britannia,  fair ! 

Make 


C  »  ] 

Make  Him  thy  Care, 

Ye  azure  Powers, 
That  watch  thefe  Shores  in  Adamantine  Bow'rs ! 

Hearken  and  hear, 
Ye  blue  ey'd  Nereids,  Guardians  of  this  Me, 

Upon  Him  fmile  ! 
Protect  Him  by  Day  and  by  Night, 
Ah !  grant  Him  at  Home  and  Abroad, 
Since  Peace  is  the  Monarch's  Delight, 
The  Bleflings  of  Peace  for  Reward  I 
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MRS    J  O  R  D  A  N. 


"WHEN  death's  pale  hand  extinguifti'd  Garrick's  light, 
The  Drama's  glory  fat  in  total  night ; 
The  riling  genius  of  the  barren  ftage, 
Gave  glad  affurance  to  th'  approaching  age- 
While  he  remain'd,  on  him  the  Mufe  relied ; 

1 

With  him  her  laft  faint  hopes  furviv'd  and  died— 
Then  Sheridan,  majeftically  How, 
Pour'd  the  deep  torrent  of  poetic  woe  : 


(    6  ) 

He  ftrack  his  forrowing  lyre,  and  nobly  paid 
The  laft  due  requiem  to  his  Roscius'  Ihade  ; — 
Alike  the  Comic  Nymph  and  Tragic  Queen 
Mourn'd  the  loft  honours  of  their  faded  fcene — 
For  each  by  turns  efteem'd  him  as  her  own, 
And  each  announc'd  him  as  her  darling  fon — 
Jufl  were  their  griefs ;  for  long  neglected  lay 
The  drooping  chaplets  of  their  with'ring  bay — 
A  tedious  blank  fucceeded — None  arofe 
To  refcue  genius  from  invading  foes — 
Shakespear  and  Nature  fill'd  the  fcene  no  more; 
For  few  could  feel,  and  none  confefs'd  their  pow'r 
Inftead  of  thefe,  dogmatically  vain, 
The  vapid  product  of  a  curdled  brain, 
Affected  fentiment  in  morals  clad, 
Spun  out  five  frothy  acts  in  profe  run  mad ; 
A  vacant  gravity  o'erfpread  the  face, 
And  declamation  drawl'd  in  pamon's  place — 


{    7  ) 

Thus  for  a  time  the  ftage  declining  feern'd, 

No  ray  of  all  its  former  luftre  beaga'd ; 

Apace  it  funk — When  lo !  before  unknown, 

A  new  fupport  uprear'd  the  Mufe's  throne — 

Forth  from  obfcurity  at  once  the  blaze 

Of  fplendid  merit  burft  on  modern  days ; 

The  Siddons  came — She  bade  the  tear  to  flow, 

And  filTd  each  breaft  with  fympathetic  woe ; 

'Twas  her's  in  madnefs,  and  in  rage  to  Ihine, 

To  fpeak  the  queen  in  ev'ry  nervous  line : 
To  paint  the  anguilh  of  a  jealous  heart, 

And  difappointed  love's  keen  pangs  impart ; 

To  draw  the  horrors  of  a  guilty  mind, 

And  be  whate'er  the  tragic  Bard  delign'd : — 

But  this  was  all  that  partial  Nature  lent, 

No  comic  powers,  no  hum'rous  vein  were  fent. 

For  Hill,  whene'er  fhe  left  her  fphere,  and  tried 

To  lay  the  heroine's  pomp  of  woe  afide, 


(    8  ) 

Tho'  fenfe  and  ftudy  join'd  their  mutual  aid, 
Yet  too  much  art  the  thin  deceit  betray 'd ; 
She  feem'd  below  herfelf,  and  want  of  eafe 
Denied  the  laft  great  requifite  to  pleafe — 
But  in  her  own  peculiar  walk  fixe  fhone 

With  matchlefs  fame,  and  honours  all  her  own 
She  woke  the  fleeping  genius  of  the  age, 
And  flung  new  lights  upon  the  poet's  page  ; 
She  touch'd  the  keeneft  fibres  of  the  foul, 
And  bade  anew  each  tor-p,M  pnffinn  roll— * 
Beneath  her  aufpices  the  ftage  receiv'd 
Encreafing  greatnefs,  and  its  fame  retrieval  ; 
The  grace  of  Cibber  feem'd  once  more  alive, 
For  Siddons  all  her  vanifh'd  charms  revive. 
But  fomething  further  was  referv'd  by  fate, 
The  final  triumph  of  the  fcenic  ftate ; 
To  make  us  feel  ev'n  Garrick's  lofs  no  more, 
And  be,  what  he  and  Pritchard  were  before — 


(    9  ) 

Like  them  an  equal  fliarc  of  praife  to  gain 

In  mirth's  gay  rallies,  or  the  tragic  (train— - 

This  to  peform  at  laft  did  Jordan  come, 

And  rais'd  their  buried  graces  from  the  tomb. 

Shall  then  the  Muic,  who  fhed  the  facrcd  tear, 

And  pour'd  her  griefs  o'er  Roscius'  fable  bier; 

Not  hail  the  bright  revival  of  his  fame  ? 

For  (the  fex  chang'd)  their  pow'rs  are  fure  the  fame. 

If  none  befules  will  wake  the  votive  firing, 

Let  me,  whom  yet  no  Mufe  e'er  taught  to  fing> 

(Tho'  far  unequal  to  the  talk)  effay 

On  Merit's  fhrine  this  humble  gift  to  lay — 

Without  one  hint  of  all  the  Minify  dyes 

Which  flatt'ry  fpreads  to  catch  the  rabble's  eyes, 

In  artlefs  numbers  from  the  heart  exprefs, 

Its  genuine  dictates  in  their  fimpleft  drefs — 

When  Viola  to  hopelefs  flames  a  prey, 

Pines  with  her  fmother'd  love,  and  fades  away, 

B  Each 


(    io  ) 

Each  fentence  moves  us  more  from  lips  like  thofe, 
And  ev'ry  line  with  added  beauty  glows — 
When  wand'ring  wild,  to  feek  what  climes  afford 
Some  certain  tidings  of  her  captive  lord, 
Matilda  roams ;  the  melancholy  {train 
Wakes  in  each  breaft  a  gently  pleafing  pain  : 
At  that  fad  voice  the  nerves  refponfive  beat ; 
f<  It  lends  a  very  echo  to  the  feat 

"  Where  love  is  thron'd." — So  foft  it  founds,  that  hence 

The  tuneful  nothings-  ileal  the  charms  of  lenle* 

Again  behold  the  Country  Girl  appears 

With  arch — fimplicity. — The  Queen  of  Tears 

Flies  far  away,  mirth  rules  the  fportive  night, 

And  all  is  rapture,  laughter  and  delight — 

'Tis  not  the  actxefs  fpeaks — 'tis  Nature  all; 

•No  tinfel  tricks  the  wand'ring  fenfe  recal. 

Th'  illufion  lafts  throughout — in  ev'ry  tone, 

Unfetter'd  Genius  fiamps  her  for  his  own — 

Who 


(  »  ) 

Who  that  had  only  feen  her  in  fome  part, 
Where,  as  in  Viola,  me  charms  the  heart, 
Where  ev'ry  ftep  is  elegance ;  and  grace 
Informs  each  feature  of  that  lovely  face ; 
WTho  that  had  feen  her  thus,  would  e'er  prefumc 
To  think  thofe  fpeaking  eyes  could  ilill  affume 

The  rolling  vacancy,  and  fenfelefs  ftare,   

That  marks  the  gawkinefs  of  Hoyden's  air?^~ 

Or  who  that  only  had  Matilda  feen, 

And  the  foft  tendemefs  of  Richard  s  ^ueen, 

Would  e'er  conceive  that  the  fame  form  might  fhew, 

The  rakifh  freedom  of  a  rattling  beau  ? 

Such  are  thy  pow'rs,  lb  vafl  and  unconfin'd, 

Quick  as  a  thought,  and  fhifting  like  the  wind  ! 

Oh  then !  avoid  not  where  the  tragic  dame 

Points  a  wide  profpect  of  increaling  fame — 

Let  her  at  leaft  thy  varied  homage  fhare, 

Nor  make  Thalia's  wreath  thine  only  care. 

B  2  What 


What  tho'  ingenuous  diffidence  may  dread  ' 
In  Sid  don's  track  a  rival  path  to  tread ; 
Still  there's  a  courfe  which  thou  may'ft  fafely  fleer. 
Of  all  invidious  emulation  clear. 
To  her  the  haughty  and  the  great  refign ; 
The  humbler  walk  of  plaintive  grief  be  thine ; 
When  fierce  conflicting  paffions  rend  the  foul, 
Her's  be  the  taflv  to  bid  the  tumult  roll ; 
When  ftorms  of  jealous  rage  and  wild  defpair, 
With  ftrcng  convullive  throbs  the  bofom  tcur, 
Still  muft  fhe  Hand  unrival'd,  and  alone, 
Nor  fhould  another  dare  approach  her  throne- 
But  be't  thy  part  each  tender  breaft  to  move, 
WTith  the  foft  eloquence  of  artlefs  love — 
When  Juliet's  am'rous  bofom  fwells  with  grief, 
And  by  complaining,  fondly  courts  relief, 
Who  like  thyfelf  the  love-lick  tale  could  tell, 
Or  fill  that  outline  Shakespear  drew  fo  well? 


(    »3  ) 

When  exil'd  Imogen,  bereft  of  friends, 
Thro'  pathlefs  wilds  her  dreary  progrefs  bends, 
The  roots  her  fuftenance,  the  ground  her  bed, 
No  friendly  roof  to  fhield  her  helplefs  head ; 
Where  female  foftnefs,  join'd  to  fcorn  of  death, 
Forms  the  bright  pattern  of  connubial  faith, 
Say  who  fo  fit  as  thou  each  touch  to  give, 
Each  lively  touch,  and  bid  the  picture  live  ? 
In  parts  like  thefe  thy  varied  charms  difplay — 
Expand  thy  pow'rs  before  the  eye  of  day  : 
What  Nature  freely  gave,  as  free  reveal, 
Nor  half  thy  merits  from  the  world  conceal — 
Thus  may  perfection  in  each  different  view 
Contrafted,  charm  with  beauties  ever  new—- 
Thus  malt  thou  ftill  attract  th'  enraptur'd  throng. 
To  catch  the  magic  of  thy  Syren  tongue; 
Thus  mall  thy  name  perpetual  honours  guard  r 
Thus  may  thy  labours  meet  their  due  reward ; 


(    14  ) 

May  wealth  and  fortune  all  thy  fteps  attend, 
And  private  worth  retain  the  private  friend; 
For  (if  report  fpeaks  true)  that  face  imparts 
An  honeft  copy  from  the  beft  of  hearts — 
The  gen'rous  feelings  of  a  lib'ral  mind, 
And  folid  fenfe  to  gay  good  humour  joiiVd. 

So  may  fome  nobler  pen  than  his,  who  pays 
Thefe  trivial  lines  of  tributary  praife ; 
Some  Bard  inlpir'd,  fome  fecond  Churchill  rife, 
And  (as  he  plac'd  on  Garrick's  brows  the  prize) 
Enroll  thy  mem'ry  deathlefs  in  his  rhimes, 
And  hand  the  record  down  to  future  times. 
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THE 

OPERA: 

A 

P      O      E  M. 

F^^e^ J  H  Y,  tell  me  why,  good  heav  n,  was  I  fo  curft, 
(<j*    W    %  Why  doom'd  of  all  ill  fates  to  bear  the  worft ; 

<2L&>^*%M  fated   on  this  wretched  rpot  tQ  dwell> 

To  fee  my  country  tangled  in  the  fpell 
Of  fneering  Folly,  there  well  pleas'd  remain, 
Adore  the  charm,  and  hug  the  galling  chain : 
Ye  power's !  had  frozen  Zembla  giv'n  me  birth, 
Where  fainting  rays  fcarce  dare  to  creep  on  earth  ; 
Where  Darknefs  loves  in  dreary  pomp  to  reign, 
Tho'  thoufand  envious  tapers  burn  in  vain, 
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(In  vain  they  burn,  in  vain  each  glimm'ring  ray,. 

The  gloomy  horror  ftrives  to  chace  away  ; 

In  vain  they  Yeebly  lift  their  brighter!:  flame, 

The  gloomy  horror  ftill  remains  the  fame  ; 

Unmov'd  their  fruitlefs  efforts  ftill  defies, 

Nor  fpite  of  all  their  force  united  flies ; 

They  the  thick  gloom  fcarce  more  to  pierce  appear,, 

Than  Reafon's  lamp,  the  mift  of  Folly  here ; 

But  barely  ferving  this  great  end  at  moft, 

To  keep  dull  heads  from  bumping  'gainft  a  poft  :) 

Where  frowning  winter  hectors  uncontroul'd, 

Where  the  keen  air  inflicts  extremefT:  cold  ; 

Where  rougher!  winds  with  roughed  fury  blow  ; 

Where  dazling  gleams  one  tracklefs  wild  of  mow  j 

Where  fleecy  clouds  ne'er  deck  the  fummer  iky, 

Where  no  gay  flow'r  invites  the  wandring  eye ; 

Where  prattling  Age  in  focial  converfe  join'd, 

No  fnug  warm  funny  corner  e'er  can  find,. 

In  grateful  Indolence  to  bafk  away 

The  liftlefs  Hours  ;  where  the  {harp-biting  Day 

Compels  e'en  fur-clad  Labour  to  retire ; 

Where  Eafe  fits  ever  crouching  o'er  the  fire ; 


THE  OPERA. 

E'en  there  I  had  been  bled,  fupremely  bleft, 

Free  from  thofe  pangs  which  now  diftracl;  my  breai!. 

Tho'  fleecy  clouds  here  paint  the  fummer  fky, 
Tho'  beauteous  flow'rs  attract  the  admiring  eye  ; 
Tho'  prattling  Age  in  focial  converfe  join'd, 
Can  always  here  fome  funny  corner  find, 
Jn  grateful  Indolence  to  bafk  away 
The  liftlefs  Hours ;  tho'  here  the  chillefl:  Day 
Gan  mod' rate  exercife  with  warmth  infpire 
And  only  floth  fits  crouching  o'er  the  fire  : 
Yet  here  with  blefiings  thus  profufely  fown, 
E'en  here,  when  moft  I'm  happy,  ftill  I  groan 
In  fharper  anguifh  than  I  there  had  known, 


Place  me  on  Afric's  idndy  plains,  where  d£wn 
Ruming  precipitant  bright  fun  beams  drown 
The  rick'ning  eye  ;  where  horrid  monflcrs  teem 
In  dread  abundance  ;  where  the  cooling  ftream, 
To  the  dsaf  wafte  loud  bellowing  bootlefs  pain, 
Third;  mad'ning  feeks,  but  mad'ning  feeks  in  vain  ; 
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Where  trembling  Zephyrs  never  dare  appear ; 
Where*  burning  fands  a  leaflefs  mantle  wear  ; 
Where  Health  fits  drooping  in  her  fultry  bow'rs ; 
While  Pain  retards  the  flowly  moving  hours  : 
E'en  there  I  had  been  blefl,  fupremely  blefr, 
Free  from  thofe  Ills  which  now  diflracl  my  bread. 

Tho'  here  the  fprightly  Zephyrs  fportive  play, 
And  earth  is  ever  green  and  ever  gay  ; 
Tho'  here  e'en  Sicknefs  fmiles  in  rofy  bow'rs, 
While  Pleafure  wings  the  nimble  footed  hours  : 
Yet  here,  with  blefllngs  thus  profufely  fown, 
E'en  here,  when  moft  I'm  happy,  ftiil  I  groan 
In  fharper  anguim  than  I  there  had  known. 

(Thus  fpoke  Morofe,  exclaiming  loudly,  whom 
Impatience  all  the  while  drove  round  the  room  : 
His  nether  lip  in  durance  firm  held  faft 
Betwixt  his  teeth  ;  at  length  himfelf  he  caft 
Into  his  feat ;  then  fix'd  a  frownful  look 
On  me  : — I  fmiling,  thus  the  wretch  befpoke) 
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S.  Thou  Son  of  fpleen  !  why  madly  do' ft  thou  rave 
This  frantic  wild  behaviour,  prithee  leave  : 
Fore  gad,  my  dear,  the  world  will  think  you  craz'd  ; 
Bleffings  you've  curs'd,  and  bitt'reft  curfes  prais'd : 
Rail  at  thy  country  thus  with  blelTings  fown, 
And  caufe  not  roafted  or  not  frozen  groan ! 
- — 'Tis  Melancholy  caufes  all  thy  pain, 
And  mopeful  Hyp  with  all  their  fretful  train  ;  — 

 Of  peevim  difcontent  difcharge  thy  breaft, 

Thy  days  will  teem  with  joy,  thy  nights  with  reft. 

■ 

M.  Poor  brainlefs  thing  ! — No,  not  that  I  was  born 
On  Britain's  heav'n  befriended  ille,  I  mourn  ; 
Nor  e'er  did  fullen  Hyp  in  wayward  mood, 
Impede  the  genial  current  of  my  blood ; 
'Tis  not  for  fcorching  defarts  that  I  pine, 
Nor  for  keen  cold  would  temp'rature  reftgn  ; 
But  ah !  I  mourn  (alas !  long  banim'd  hence  !) 
The  fad  fad  lofs  of  nature  and  of  fenfe ; 
And  doom'd  with  creatures  fuch  as  thee  to  dwell, 
I  fuffer  all  I  can  conceive  of  hell 
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aS\  He,  he — (I  laugh'd  and  thought  'twou'd  be  a  joke 
The  crofs-grain'd  crufly  rufly  rogue  to  fmoke  ; 
And  in  my  purpofe  did  the  more  confide, 
Well  knowing  all  the  world  was  on  my  ride ; 
Ideal  triumph  fmiling  on  my  plan, 
I  fmiPd,  took  fnuff,  then  hemm'd  and  thus  began)' 
He,  he — (he  frown'd)  he  he — (I  laugh'd  again, 
Conqueft  in  fuch  a  caufe  quite  fure  to  gain) 
He,  he — moft  worthy  Sir,  your  noble  rage, 
Againft  th'  unnumber'd  follies  of  the  age, 
Command  our  reverence,  our  befl  efteem, 
And  ev'ry  tongue  fhou'd  make  thy  worth  it's  theme  ; 
But  flnce  all  aclions  are  efteem'd,  you  know, 
According  to  the  fource  from  which  they  flow, 
Thy  virtues  fcarce  will  find  th'  expected  meed, 
For  'tis  from  want  of  tafte  that  they  proceed  ; 
You're  void  of  Gout ;  you  have  not  the  bon  ton  ; 
Therefore,  forfooth,  you're  right  and  others  wrong  ; 
A  proof  right  well  eftablifh'd !  fage  conclullon  ! 
■ — Obfcurity's  the  mother  of  delufion  : 
When  in  your  clofet  you  inceflant  pore, 
And  thumb  fome  dufty  mufty  volume  o'er ; 
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Plodding  intent,  on  fome  grave  blockhead's  rules  ; 
Some  fool's  bequeft  to  all  iucceeding  fools ; 
When  thus  with  letters  you  converfe  alone, 
The  world  unknowing,  to  the  world  unknown  ; 
Shall  you  pretend  their  pleafures  to  annoy, 
And  damn  the  dear  delights  which  they  enjoy  ? 
Then  pert  and  froward  let  the  dim-ey'd  mole 
Defcant  on  beauty  from  her  dirty  hole ; 
There  vent  onheav'nly  ANC ASTER  her  fpite, 
And  fwear  {he's  ugly,  for  her  eyes  are  bright. 

M.  'Tis  Reafon  only  can  conduct  us,  where 
Dwells  folid  blifs  and  happinefs  fincere  ; . 
She  fober  Matron  !  flies  the  giddy  crowd 
Where  fprings  the  jeft  obfcene  with  laughter  loud 
Where  Diffipation  flants  in  gaudy  Hate, 
While  calm  Reflection  faints  beneath  her  feet ; 
Where  Scandal  fmjling  is  with  fmiles  receiv'd, 
And's  thank'd  for  tales  which  yet  are  not  believ'd 
Where  dull  Indiff'rence  fheaths  each  joylefs  heart. 
Where  Love  in  vain  lets  fly  his  keeneft  dart ; 
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And, 'weeping,  yields  his  mother's  lov'd  embrace 
To  PUG  or  FOPLING,  who  fupplies  his  place  : 
Where  Wealth  on  fofteft  bofoms  deals  his  wounds, 
With  thumps  from  bags  of  twenty  thoufand  pounds 
Where  Honour  fcarce  appears,  ,nay  fearce  is  kjciown, 
Except  (like  heathen  Jove)  by  name  alone'; 
It's  influence  remov'd  aimoft  as  far, 
And  like  him  'reprefented  by  a  liar  ; 
From  fecnes  like  thefe  Reafon  offended  flies, 
And  from  the  painful  view  averts  her  eyes; 
She  with  all  piercing  glance  the  fnake  furveys, 
Which  lurks  unfeen  in  Pleasure's  flow'ry  maze  ; 
Thro'  rougher  paths  purfues  her  fleady  way, 
While  heart-felt  raptures  all  her  toil  o'erpay  ; 
Leading  her  vot'ries,  who  her  Aeps  attena, 
To  realms  of  blifs,  and  tranfport  without  end. 

S.  Reafon  !  an  errant  vixen  fhe — who  plac'd 
At  a  rich  feaft,  with  ev'ry  dainty  grae'd, 
Forbids  the  hungry  longing  guefts  to  tafle ; 
Scaring  dull  fools  with  a  dull  difmal  tale 
Of  latent  poifons — then  they  groan — look  pale — ■ 
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f n  ev'ry  difh  think  Death  in  ambum  lies  

While  the  wife  man  eats,  laughs,  and  her  defies : 
Reafon  ! — me  like  thofe  furly  wights  who  wait 
To  fell  admillion  at  his  lordfhip's  gate  ; 
When,  the  gay  profpecr.  op'ning  to  your  view, 
You  ftaait  admire,  and  ftrive  to  enter  too  ; 
With  all  the  haughty  privilege  of  place, 
She  bangs  the  door  of  pleafure  in  your  face. 

M.  Alas !  you  know  her  not — Oh !  cou'd  you  fee 
That  fund  of  joy  of  which  me  holds  the  key ; 
With  mind  impartial,  could  you  but  compare 
Her  fober  grace,  with  Pleafure's  tawdry  glare  ; 
Did  your  (truck  heart  the  force  of  truth  confefs, 
And  know  the  vain  vacuity  of  drefs, 
With  foul  enraptur'd  Reafon  you'd  adore, 
And  Pleafure,  pleas'd  exchange,  for  fomething  more  j 
Pleafure's  a  gay  coquet,  will  lead  you  on 
With  flatt'ring  hopes,  and  wring  your  heart  when  done, 
Reafon  will  ne'er  on  eafy  Faith  impofe, 
But,  more  than  Pleafure  promifes>  beftows : 
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Reafon,  and  Virtue,  every  bread:  malL  own, 

Like  Charlotte,  pleafe  the  more,  the  more  they're  known. 

S.  So  fweetly  Aiding,  troll  along  your  tongue 
The  rules  of  good  and  ill,  of  right  and  wrong, 
Egad,  methinks  in  public  you  fhou'd  teach, 
And  from  your  pulpit  faving  do&rines  preach. 

M.  Whilft  modefl:  Piety  ftrives  frill  in  vain, 
A  wretched  fcanty  fuftenance  t'attain, 
Forc'd  to  divide  'twixt  Earth  and  Heav'n  his  care, 
To  fhift,  and  ftarve,  on  thirty  pounds  a  year  ; 

While  from  on  high,  proud  W  looks  down. 

And  condefcends  to  grace  him  with  a  frown ; 

(W  who  can  rant,  and  rage,  and  mouth 

At  Sanctity  itfelf,  not  fparing  L  ) 

The  facred  function  humbly  I  difclaim, 
Nor  wifh  in  church  records  to  fet  my  name. 

*SV  In  truth  'tis  excellent — your  vain  abufc 
On  whom  you  pleafe,  at  random  to  let  loofe  : 
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— Some  foibles  Hill  with  higheft  virtue  join'd, 
In  ev'ry  breaft,  in  ev'ry  age  you'd  find  ; 

Why  caft  on  W  your  fpleen  abroad  ? 

England  e'er  now,  has  reverenced  a  Laud. 

Tho'  you  polTefs'd  an  hundred  clam'rous  tongues, 

A  throat  of  adamant,  and  brazen  lungs ; 

Tho'  you  mould  roar  till  e'en  thofe  lungs  flioifd  burfr. 

Calling,  of  ev'ry  age  the  prefent  worn1  ; 

I  then  might  this  believe,  but  nothing  more, 

That  we  are  now  what  others  were  before. 

M.  If  I  mould  grant  you,  that  preceding  times 
•Were  full  as  pregnant  as  our  own  with  crimes, 
If  this  I  grant,  (tho'  all  too  hafty  fpoke) 
The  rafn  concefTion  Truth  muft  needs  revoke  ; 
Since  Vice  triumphant  reigns  in  ev'ry  place, 
And  Virtue  dares  not  fhew  her  honefl  face ; 
But  bamful  creeps  about  in  ftrange  difguife,  . 
Wearing,  for  fake  of  peace,  the  maik  of  Vice  : 

Since  Juftice  from  her  facred  temple  hurl'd, 
From  whence  me  us'd  to  blefs  a  thankful  world,. 
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Now  mounted  on  a  weather- cock  at  lafr, 
Is  turn'd,  and  turn'd,  by  ev'ry  partial  blaft, 
While  Fortune  fills  her  once  refpected  feat, 
And  tramples  Equity  beneath  her  feet : 
lfluing  abroad  her  giddy  blind  decrees, 
Juft  as  a  cunning  fly  State-juggler  pleafe, 
Who  by  the  fpecious  lot  of  pack'd  Court-cards 
Acquits,  condemns,  faves,  punifhes,  rewards  : 
Who  public  Spirit  drove  with  brutal  hand, 
With  Wilkes,  to  wander  in  a  foreign  land  ; 
(Wilkes,  whom  incefTantly  to  lateft  days 
With  grateful  accents  Liberty  mail  praife :) 
Since  Valour  halting  on  his  wooden  leg, 
Is  fore'd  by  want,   of  Cowardice  to  beg  ; 
This  the  reward  of  all  his  glorious  toil, 
While  rav'nous  A        —  devours  the  fpoil, 
While  they  whofe  brav'ry  did  the  banquet  carve, 
At  diftance  wait,  and  look,  and  figh,  and  ftarve : 


Since  Chriftian  C  ,  with  Chriftian  zeal  infpir'd, 

A  peaceful  land,  which  only  peace  delir'd, 
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Ranfacks,  deftroys,  lays  deep  in  blood  and  flames ; 
Then  pious  blefles  God,  who  bleft  his  pious  aims. 
( — Remorfe  ! — to  fcourge  yon  parricide,  forbear  : 

If  C  be  guiltlefs,  what  has  he  to  fear  ?) 

Since  Charity,  the  attribute  of  Heav'n, 

The  Child  of  Providence,  from  hence  is  driv'n ; 

She  who  of  late  was  ever  feen  to  fmile 

With  fweeteft  influence  o'er  the  Britifh  Ille  ; 

That  Charity  which  late  fo  bounteous  fed 

The  German  Wand'rers,  now  is  loft — is  dead  

— BARBADOES,  funk  in  afhes  on  the  plain, 
Of  Britain  begs  relief,  and  begs  in  vain.  

Hence  MALICE  ftraining  wide  her  horrid  throat, 
Croaks  forth  Detraction  with  a  raven's  note  ; 
"  'Twas  Curiolity,  who  leagued  with  Pride, 
"  The  hungry  Palatines  with  food  fupply'd; 
"  'Twas  mean  Self-int'reft  fent  the  mournful  band, 
<c  To  reach  with  joyful  hearts  their  deftin'd  land  : 
"  When  here  at  firft  their  little  tents  were  plac'd, 
"  By  Harmony  and  humble  Quiet  grae'd, 
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"  Did  I  not  fee'  an  idly  bufy  throng 

"  Supinely  gape,  and  flare,  and  flaik  along  ? 

<c  While  Wonder,  with  an  empty  curious  eye, 

"  Thro'  the  new  fcene  delighted  lov'd  to  pry  ; 

"  While  Idlenefs  on  the  dear  theme  would  talk, 

"  Oh!  "'twas  Jo  charming  for  a  morning- walk  ; 

"  Then  faunt'ring  homeward,  at  a  Banker's  fhop, 

"  With  fenfelefs  grin,  the  gay  Donation  drop  ; 

"  Till  Caution  whifper'd — Learn  to  be  difcreet, 

"  They  who  here  feaft  your  eyes,  here  too  mufr.  eat 

tc  At  Caution's  call  away  with  gifts  they're  fent, 

i(  And  prefent  bounties  future  ills  prevent: 

(So  Pharaoh  to  avoid  impending  fmart, 

Was  glad  to  let  the  Ifraelites  depart) 

"  But  ah  !  had  their  difirefles  been  as  deep, 

"  As  e'er  the  eye  of  Pity  learn' d  to  weep  ; 

"  If  abfent  they  had  afk'd  for  Britain's  aid, 

"  And  from  another  fhore  affiftance  pray'd  ; 

tc  In  Anguifh  flill  had  ev'ry  Bofom  heav'd ; 

"  Britain  had  ne'er  their  miferies  reliev'd ; 

"  Barbadoes  Hands  a  proof." — Thus  Malice  cries, 

While  Candour  blufhing,  fcarce  that  proof  denies. 


THEOPERA.  15 

— Rouzc,  Britons  rouze !  retrieve  your  injur'd  name, 
Preferve  Barbadoes,  and  preferve  your  fame  !  * 

Since  Patriotifm,  immem'd  in  courtly  fnare, 
Glories  the  foul  inglorious  Badge  to  wear 
Of  fervile  Pomp  :  and  dares  (how  meanly  bold  1  j 
Barter  celeflial  Fame  for  earthly  Gold  ; 
And  of  his  fhametul  honours  vainly  proud, 
Struts,  fmiling  (lately,  thro'  the  fleering  croud  : 
— Gods !  who  can  help  the  peerling  to  deride, 
To  fee  his  tongue  with  purple  ribband  ty'd  ; 
While  chuckling  all  aloof,  a  Northern  Crew, . 
The  piteous  Spectacle  with  rapture  view  : — 
— That  fuaiive,  voluble,  inchanting  tongue, 
On  which  applauding  Senates  lift  ning  hung  • 
Which  us'd  fo  loud  for  Liberty  to  roar — 
— Is  ftill — is  dumb — is  gagg'd — is  heard  no  more.  . 

— Like  fome  flout  furly  maftifT  C  (lands, 

Who  long  had  guarded  well  from  ruffian  hands 

*  The  Author  has  great  pleaiure  in  obferving,  that  feveral  Sums  fub- 
fcribed  fince  the  above  lines  were  written,  towards  the  relief  of  thefe 
unhappy  Sufferers,  have,  in  a  great  meafure,  obviated  the  foregoing 
Reflection, 
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His  matter's  fafety — 'like  a  maftiff  too 
His  private  Intereft  ever  had  in  view, 

What  e'er  he  feern'd)  until  at  length  a  Sop, 
With  wily  art  into  his  jaws  let  drop, 
■Lays  him  afleep,  gorg'd  with  the  fav'ry  meal ; 
While  cunning  Rogues  fecurely  rob  and  fteal. 

Since  villains  live  who  dare  e'en  Heav'n  oppofe, 
Who  e'en  to  friendly  Providence  are  foes, 
Who  Good  make  Evil,  Evil  render  worfe, 
Deftroying  bleflings  to  create  a  curfe : 
Who  late  when  Plenty  took  her  fmiling  ftand, 
Shedding  her  mildeft  influence  o'er  the  land  ; 
With  ruthlefs  heart,  with  more  than  favage  bread, 
Fall:  in  clofe  prifons  bound  the  heav'nly  gueft ; 
Nay  were  determin'd  too  to  fend  her  o'er, 
Like  felon- con  vidls,  to  a  diftant  more  ; 
Tho'  Britain's  fons  look'd  on  with  ftreaming  eyes. 
And  mourn'd  the  fatal  fcene  in  piercing  cries : 
Till  (by  our  moft  propitious  ftars  defign'd 
Firmly  to  rule,  and  ruling  blefs  mankind] 
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Till  George  arofe ;  'till  he  their  curs'd  intent, 
Did  like  a  guardian  Deity  prevent, 
Embargo  cry'd — the  throng  with  raptur'd  voice, 
Hail  the  glad  found,  and  e'en  with  tears  rejoice  : 
With  hearts  o'erflowing  love,  almoft  adore 
The  facred,  godlike  ftretch  of  kingly  power. 

Lives  there  a  wretch  who,  deaf  to  honour,  cou  J 
From  private  pique,  oppofe  a  public  good  ; 
Who,  ignorant  what  Constitution  meant, 
Still  kept  the  dry  dull  track  of  Precedent ; 
Who  ever  in  his  tedious  Difputations 
Still  winded  long,  long-winded  Calculations ; 

A  very  Cypher  -ever  held  at  nought, 

Except  when  Figures  their  afiiftance  brought ; 

Who,  having  glean'd  of  Government  a  fmattering, 

About  it,  and  about  it  would  be  chattering  ; 

Cry  'twas  illegal,  thus  t' extend  the  right 

Of  Majefty  :  "  to  fave  a  Land  in  (bite 

"  Gf  fundamental  laws !  and  all  the  reafon 

The  cries  of  Millions ! — oh  !  'tis  downright  trealon  ! 
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"  By  Magna  Charta,  don't  we  clearly  Tee 

"  That  Parliament  to  every  Decree, 

"  Muft  in  concurrence  jom  ?  and  that  no  Law 

"  Unflampt  by  them,  fhould  e'er  obedience  draw-?' 

c<  Why  then  unwarrantably  fave  the  State  ! 

cl  Why  not  the  fenfe  of  Parliament  await ! 

<{  Rather  by  far  than  from  old  maxims  fwerve, 

ct  Let  England  conftitutionally  ftarve." 

— If  fuch  a  Slave  there  be  (thro'  all  her  plains,, 

Britain,  that  fuch  a  Slave  there  IS,  complains) 

In  former  ages  had  he  liv'd,  and  view'd 

Our  bleffed  Lord  and  Saviour  doing  good  y 

Had  he  beheld  him  on  the  Sabbath-day, 

Difmifs  the  poor  difeafed  in  health  away ; 

His  heart,  no  doubt,  had  fhook  with  pious  awe, 

At  fuch  a  flagrant  horrid  breach  of  Law ; 

Doubtlefs  that  Slave  the  Pharifees  had  join'd, 

And  with  them  'gainft  the  Son  of  God  combin'd.- 

Since  from  all  this  it  might  be  clearly  fhewn, 
That  we're  in  Vice  unrivall'd,  and  alone. 


THE      OPERA.  i 

Obedient  to  her  finful  dictates  more, 
Than  ever  finful  Nation  were  before 
Still,  tho'  the  painful  fcrutiny  I  wave, 
Anxious  my  Country's  finking  Fame  to  fave  \ 
Yet  Folly  (till,  this  Candour  muft  allow,  1 
Ne'er  rofe  to  fuch  luxuriance  as  now* 

S.  You're  mad,  my  Friend- — 

M.  The  Opera  at  once3 
Will  juffify  the  Sentence  I  pronounce : 
It  is  by  Heav'n  ( reply 'd  the  wrathful  Sage 
His  bofom  fwelling  with  indignant  rage) 
A  vain,  dull,  vicious,  empty,  Jing-fong  Age. . 


End  of  Book  the  First. 
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TO  THE 


CANDID  READER, 

AND   TO  THE 

Critical,    Monthly,    and    London  Reviewers. 

Twill  not  confine  myfelf  to  the  general  Cuftom  of  Authors  and  Editors,  Itt 
*  afluring  my  Readers,  that  this  trifling  Piece  has  exceeded  my  moft  fanguinc 
Expectations ;  I  am  content  it  anfvvered  the  End  I  expected  ;  (which  could  not  be 
very  afpiring  at  a  Seafon  when  it  firft  appeared).  The  Encouragement  it  met 
with  jufrifies  another  Edition  ;  and,  (as  I  lufpected)  it  has  difpleafed  a  few,  and 
jpleafed  many. — A  Work  of  this  Kind  defervedly  or  undefervedly  is  ever  fure  of 
Enemies  from  the  Critical,  Monthly,  and  London  Reviewers ;  who,  notwithftand- 
ing  their  own  avowed  Impartiality,  are  ever  ready  to  pour  forth  a  Profufion  of 
malignant  Abufe  and  low  Puns  upon  every  Trifle  publilhed.  The  moft  Clailical 
Writers  (except  of  their  own  learned  Bodies)  are  loaded  with  an  ample  Share,  which 
often  incur  the  Difpleafure  of  the  candid  Reader,  to  the  no  fmall  Prejudice  of  the 
Trite  Reviewers.    There  are  fome  among  thefe  learned  Bodies,  who 

Rules  for  good  Senfe  they  firft  indite, 
And  then  fhew  Nonfenfe  when  they  write. 

On  thefe  I  can  beftow  no  other  Appellation  than,  Squadrone  Vol  ante, 
or  Flying  Squadron  who  feem  at  perpetual  War  with  Authors  of  the  fame  Degree, 
to  determine  who  has  a  better  Title  to  a  Place  in  Bethlem  College ;  and  in  my 
Opinion  the  Arguments  of  the  former  feem  moft  conducive  to  an  Admiftion. 

Meflieurs  Ci  itics,  I  have  the  Start  of  you  now ;  though  I  gi  ant,  upon  your  Hobbies 
and  a  Month's  Journey  you  may  overtake  me. 

The  Critical  Reviewers,  in  their  Preface  to  the  Second  Volume,  fay,  "  Modesty, 
even  tho' void  of  Literary  Merit,  may  always  claim  their  Favour  and  Assistj^nce." 
I  cannot  perceive  thro'  all  their  Volumes  any  Favour  fhewn,  but  to  thofe  Claftical 
Writers  whom  their  Cenfure  would  little  effect,  and  to  the  Squadroxe  Vol  an  te 
of  that  truly  learned  Body. 

Modesty; 


Modkspy;  if  I  conceive  their  Meaning  (if  they  have  any)  is  for  the  Poet  ot 
bright  Talents  to  devote  his  Mufe  to  low,  obfcure  Objecls  ;  and  if  he  introduces 
a  Hero  or  Heroes,  let  them  be  of  that  low  Stamp,  which  fo  gracefully  adorn  the 
Critical  Reviews,  i.  e.  Chimney  Sweeps,  Shoe  Blacks,  Sec.  &:c.  (great  Room  for  a 
Pup)  on  fuch  adorning  Simi lies ;  exert  thy  Imagination,  O  modeli  Poet !  until  the 

Call  of  the  rare  Caledonians  pronounce,  "  Rife,  and  be  Great." 

j-*  -  » 

Presumption,  is  the  Poet  all  Genius,  no_  Learning,  who  boldly  rifles 
his  little  Stock  in  the  vain  Purfuit  of  Fame ;  his  fhallow  Depth  of  Learning  is 
foon  perceived  by  its  Clearneft. .  A  Fox-hunting  is  never  joyous,  but  when  loud 
Tantara's  fill  the  Ground.  He  falls  a  Pre}',  firft  to  the  Reviewers,  then  to  the 
Trunk-makers  and  the  Moths ;  and  bewails  in  Silence,  "  How  barren  would  be  the 
Works  of  Critics,  did  they  not  murder  an  Author  with  his  own  Weapons  1" 

These  Impartialifts  may  urge,  "  Modefty  never  difcovcrs  her  Face  for  their 
Afliftance  ;  and  that  they  are  at  an  unceafing  War  with  Pride,  Infolence,  and 
Prefumption."  I  grant  they  are  ever  embodied  to  flay  the  Shadow  of.  a  Shade. 
All  is  Victoria  !  without  Lofs  of  Blood  !  The  Public  claim  no  Share  in  the  Spoil.  The 
Critics  and  the  Moths  engrofs  the  whole, 

TtiE  A  U  T  H  O  R% 


T  H 


THE 

POETICAL  REVIEW. 


TT%  ETURNING  Summer's  fweet  refrefhing  Morn  I 

That  glads  all  Nature  in  her  early  Dawn  : 
Her  fweet  refrefhing  Odours,  Balmy  Gales  ! 
Entic'd  me  forth  to  Hills  and  Sunny  Dales ; 
Where  Nature's  happy  Warblers  tune  their  Lay, 
And  harmonize  the  jocund  Summer's  Day. 

Secure,  retir'd  from  the  Bufy  Town, 
Upon  a  Sunny  Bank,  I  lay  me  down  ; 
A  Friendly  Oak,  whole  fweet  embow'ring  Shade 
Form'd  a  cool  Retreat  from  the  parch'd  Parade. 
Nor  could  bright  Phoebus'  Rays,  obftrudT:  the  Stream 
That  murmur'd  by,  and  aided  in  my  Theme. 


(  2  ) 

Here  finooth  Reflexion,  may  no  Limit  know  . 
No  fluttering  Coxcomb  No  impert'nant  Beau  ! 
To  interrupt  me,  in  my  wild  Career 
On  Nature's  objeft,  as  they  may  appear. 

Thus  happ'ly  bleft  !  my  Fancy  took  her  Flight, 
Which  in  the  buft'ling  Town  had  ne'er  feen  Light 
On  Men,  on  Brutes.,  on  Produce  of  the  Field, 
On  each  gay  Obje£l  which  Dame  Nature  yield 
I  gave  a  Thought     but  chief  of  all  my  Plan 
Was  on.  the  great  and  nobleft  Objeft  MAN! 

Thus  to  myfelf,  I  inwardly  recount, 
Tho'  great  the  Objefi,  to  what  fmall  amount 
Is  Life  of  Man,  .who  thirfting  after  Fame, 
When  Life's  Lamp's  out,  the  Wife  the  Fool  the  fame. 

How  various  are  the  Births  of  thofe  who  write, 
From  Tom  the  Tinker  to  the  garter'd  Knight  ! 
All  undiftinguifh'd,  mingle  in  the  Rabble, 
Where  one  write  Senfe,  twenty  only  Babble. 


As  the  induft'rous  Bee  roves  forth  for  Honey, 
So  write  each  Author  Tor  the  gain  of  Money ; 
From  evVy  blufhing  Flower  fteals  the  Sweat 
And  works  it  to  a  Subftance  for  his  Meat: 
Then  richly  feafts'  upon  the  Work  he  wrought  ; 
And  fpurns  at  Poverty  in  tatter'd  Coat, 
Or  Ihould  the  hungry  Beggar  look  afkant 
He  wonders  at  the  Impudence  of  Want  ? 

The  Matter  grown  too  frequent  for  furprize, 
Thus  bufy  wrapt  in  Thought,  I  closed  my  Eyes, 
My  Mufe  attending  to  my  wand  ring  theme 
Withdrew  a  Curtain,  and  difplay'd  a  Scene  ! 
A  Scene  of  what  ?  — of  Fury,  Toil  and  Rage ! 
The  many  boafted  Writers  of  our  Age  $ 
Each  with  his  Goofe-Quill  ready  for  a  Flight 
To  lofty  Homer,  or  to  low  Delight, 
Of  fing-fong  Nonfenfe  of  our  Northern  Bulls, 
Till  Streets  re-ecchos  with  rebellious  Toils. 


C   4  ) 

Behold  a  comic  Hero  formoft  comes ; 
The  Mufe  prefenteth  him  with  Fifes  and  Drums  f 
More  fldllful  March,  ne'er  crofs'd  "the  River  Boyne 
The  Marches  on  the  comic  Bard  BUR****E. 
To  Arms  and  Arts  in  youthful  Years  been  bred. 
And  Captive  Honour  to  the  Field  him  fed  : 
But  fully  eager  for  the  glorious  Prize, 
He  fpurns  at  Danger,  and  pail  Fears  defies  j; 
He  headlong  plunges  to  his  utmoft  Station,. 
And  rifks  at  all, — at  e'en  Capitulation. 
Oh  fickle  Fortune  !  falfe,  inconllant  Friend, , 
To  deign  the  comic  to  a-  tragic  End  I 

A  trifl'ing  Thing  comes  forward  to  my  view  £ 
A  Libel- Writer,  Ikipping  what  is  true  : 
Who  fells  his  Country  for  the  gain-  of  Pelf, 
And  Damns  the  Statefman  he  would  be  himfelf  : 
In  pitch-patch  Verfe  he  mews  each  Year's  Campaign^ 
And  hacks  at  Miseries  in  our  happy  Reign  : 


(   5  ) 

A  Reign  of  Mildnefs,-too  fupremely  fo 

To  thofe  who  are  to  Lenity  a  Foe. 

Were  Jmftice  too'ertake  the  abjedl  Wretch 

A  Halter  woyld  with  grace  his  Body  ftretch  > 

The  Conq'rors  and  their  Author  void  of  Ufe 

Should  make  their  Exit  in  a  Hangman's  Noofe, 

What  Ghoft  is  this,  fo  meagre,  pale  and  wan  ? 
Alas  what  do  I  fee  ?  —Theatric  Sam  ! 
Some  wicked  Daemon,  thro'  mere  dint  of  fpite 
Has  fent  him  here  in  this  fad  wretched  plight: 
Ha  !  Kingfton's  Duchefs  now  would  laugh  to  fee 
Pier  vile  Oppreffor  in  this  Mifery. 
Yet  hark  !  he  fpeaks — foft  murmuring  I  hear ; 
The  broken  Accents  half  confound  my  Ear: 
"  A  wicked  Wit  as  ever  was  I've  been, 
Shew'J  others  Faults,  meanwhile  my  own  I'd  fkreen-: 
Virtue  and  Vice,  alike  I  made  my  Tool, 
And  held  them  forth,  as  Marks  of  Ridicule. 


(   6  ) 

Difcreetly,  Pope  and  Churchill  usM  the  Rod, 
And  Villains  trembled  at  their  facred  Nod : 
But  all  alike,  alas  I  made  my  Trade, 
Shew'd  Scenes  of  Villainy  in  Mafquerade. 
Forgive  me  all,  ye  injur 'd  Sons  of  Men  ! 
(So  I  was  once,  but  ne'er  can  be  again) 
Forgive  -me  noble  Duchefs  thy  Difgrace  ! 
Forgive  me  !  tho'  thou'lt  never  fee  my  Face. 
A  wicked  Life  I've  Ev*3,*'~I  own  with  Shame, 
•I  gain'd  my  'Living  in  a  ruin'd  Narrte. 
At  laft  full  ftopt— my  Mufe  I  then  forfook, 
I  fold  my  Patent  and  my  Station  took  . 
In  my  own  Field, — no  longer  a  Partaker,, 
But  glad  to  a£t  the  humble  plain  Haymaker  ; 
Nor  held  that  long, — not  many  Months  were  fpent 
When  Death  call'd  home — his  true — true  Penitent ! 
Ye  Sat'rifts  all,  be  warn'd  by  what  you  fee, 
Touch  Vice  alone. — Farewell !  — remember  me.  " 


(    7  ) 

Here's  fliarping  Bob !  —at  ev'ry  (huffl'ing  Plan 
Then  Bob's  at  Home — aye  Bob's  the  very  Man  ! 
Defies  the  learned  Bench — his  Fingers  fnap 
And  -wipes  them  clofely  in  his  dear  Rat-Trap. 
Bob  loves  not  Juftice.    She  can  never  bind  him 
Tho'  forty  Pounds  are  offer'd  thofe  who  find  him  ; 
For  Bob's  a  Cheat,-- -a  Minifteriai  Writer, 
A  common  Bilker, — and  a  great  Ind idler. 
A  Noble  Duchefs  *  freed  him  from  a  Goal, 
And  made  him  'tend  her,— at  her  very  Tail : 
"Cloath'd  him,  fed  him,  and  fmiled  in  his  Face 
And  made  him  fole  Poffeflbr  of  her  Grace. 
Ungrateful  JBob,  defpifed  all  her  Gifts, 
Return'd  again  'to  live  on  Quilks  and  Shifts. 
When  Minifterials  want  a  dirty  Job 
They  know  their  cheap  and  truefl:  Workman's  Bob  : 
For  Bob  is  hatfti.}  at  good  or  bad  he  levels, 
And  fwears  her  Grace's  Head  and  Heart's  the  Devil's. 

*  Duchefs  of  Kingflon. 


(    8  ) 

Yon  difmal  Cloud  !  like  SmoaL  of  fulphVoin  Pitchy 
Reveals  the  foaming  Preacher  of  Shored##*h. 
Here  forward  comes  the  varied-coiour'd  Varlet, 
In  Pulpit,  Black,— in  Play-houfc^  Gold,  and  Scarlet 
His  changing  Talents  ev'ry  Fancy  hit,. 
The  gay  Theatre,  or  devout  Pulpit. 
At  Church  how  fervent — how  devout  his  Pray'rs, 
And  at  the  Play-houfe,  how  his  Heroe  fwears, 
There  does  the  Gen'ral,  with  his  merry  Mates 
With  Oaths  fupport  the  Rival  Ca*d*d**s, 
Dame  Fortune  how  doth  thou  divide  thy^  Gifts  ? 
Now  the  Parfon  to  the  Herce  fliifis  \ , 
O  fenfelefs  Harlot !  flhort  of  Wifdom's  Store, 
Or  elfe  this  Prieft  had  been  a  Commodore. 
Nor  will  true  Brav'ry  in  difguife  be  hid 
Nor  fliould  the  Brave  for  Valour  e'er  be  chid  : 
Who  can  forget  the  Annals  of  that  Day  ? 
Or  who  forget  the  Bloody,  dreadful  Fray  ? 


(   9  ) 

('Twixt  Gen'ral  B#tes  and  the  New  Morning-Poft) 

Such  the  murder'd— and  fuch  the  Number  loft. 

The  Fight  began  at  Six,  one  Summer's  Morn, 

When  B*t#s  fent  out  his  Pack  with  early  Horn  : 

Nor  was  he  yet  deficient  in  his  Plan, 

A  Troop  was  rais'd  at  one  Pound  one  per  Man. 

The  hired  Troop  was  iianch,-- that  I  can  tell, 

For  they  were  all  Book-binders  to  Jack  B#ll. 

Yet  thus  it  was  that  they  began  the  Tray 

At  early  op'ning  of  a  fmoaking  Day. 

The  drowfey  Troop,  call'd  from  the  fluggifli  Camp 

By  noify  Horn- Men,  early  on  the  Scamp  ; 

They  met,— O  dire  Confufion  !  —on  they  fell, 

All  Cath'rine-Street  bore  Witnefs  of  the  Yell  ! 

Here  a  Horn  was  crackt  acrofs  a  Head, 

There  fell  one, — and  here  another  bledr 

There  a  tatter'd  Coat  had  loft  a  Skirt, 

Here  an  Eye  kiiock'd  out,  there  but  half  a  Shirt  j 


(     lo  ) 

'Till  at  length  lie  Rev'rend  Gen'ral  came, 
He  fhook  his  Head,— and  swore  it  was  a  Shame. 
They  heeded  not  the  Rev'rend  Admonition 
'Till  he  became  alike  in  their  Condition. 
An  Arm  full  ftretch'd  with  all  it's  venom'd  Fire 
Gave  him  a  Blow  and  laid  him  in  the  Mire. 
The  Gen'ral  fell !  — all  Courage  then  was  dropt, 
Each  Arm  was  ftillr — of  cource  the  Battle  ftopt. 
The  Rev'rend  Gen'ral  rear'd  his  muddy  Head 
Upon  the  Curb  reclin'd,  thus  to  them  faid : 
M  Ye  Brutes  of  Binders  who  are  yet  alive! 
Ye  bafeft  Men  !  with  whom  do  ye  connive  ? 
Thofe  are  my  Men,  whom  ye  flaughter'd  fo, 
That  would  affifted,  ye,  againft  my  Foe  ; 
Your  Treachery  fhall  make  you  rue  this  Day 
I  am  that  Quack,  without  a  Cure — no  Pay. 
But  you  my  Men,  for  Time  to  come  it  fhall 
Be  on  your  Caps  wrote  the  Original.  " 


V 


(  11  ) 

Up  rofe  the  muddy  Gen'ral  from  the  Field, 

He  grinn'd,  and  ihook  his  Head,  then  homeward  reel'd. 

Thus  thro'  Scenes  the  Rev' rend  Culprit's  Toft, 

With  no  Defence  but  in  his  Morning-P*#t- 

So  many  now  his  Enemies  are  grown, 

That  not  a  Glimpfe  of  Lenity  is  fhewn. 

He  now  perfues  another  Writing  Courfe; 

Drove  from  the  Drama,  to  perfue  a  worfe: 

And  Eagle  like,  on  lofty  Pinions  foars 

In  wafhing  white  the  Senate  Black  a  Moors, 

He's  ever  Plotting, — ever  at  Invention, 

How  to  gain  his  main  Defign  a  Penfion  $ 

For  that  (the  Man  is  grown  fo  firm  and  true) 

He'd  fell  a  Kingdom  and  his  Freedom  too. 

Oft'  in  the  Pulpit  have  I  feen  him  fmile  \ 

With  graceful  fee-faw  (Organs  play'd  the  while, 

Then  Rev'rend  Nod  to  Ladies  in  the  Ifle. 


v  12  ; 

But  now  no  more  Refiralnts  canonical, 
Since  fer'ous  Preachers  can  turn  comical  j 
True  comic  Scenes  to  Bucks, — what's  more  delighting 
Than  to  fee  a  Rev'rend  Parfon  Fighting  ? 
Such  worldly  Broils  each  Chriftian  Parfon  hates- 
Except  fuch  Puritans  as  Parfon  B###S. 
Fight  on  Sir  Rev'rend  !  thou  art  furely  right, 
Thou  can  but  be — a  Black-a-Moor  wafh'd  white. 

Here  comes  an  armour'd  Coward  from  his  Den, 
Who_  dauntlefs  Poifons  with  malicious  Pen 
Each  Lady's  Fame,  where  Scandal  has  made  free, 
And  introduces  in  his  Adultry  ! 
Where  Rumour  with  his  vaft  unnumber'd  Tongues 
Opprefs  the  Innocent  with  guiltlefs  Wrongs, 
Where  fore-ey'd  Envy  has  with  hatred  feen 
The  flowing  TrefTes  of  the  Cyprian  Queen, 
Where  Youth  and  Beauty  has  the  Captive  led, 
Then  Malace  burns — and  Envy  Damns  the  Deed} 


>  .         (  ) 

Or  fnculd  th'  enamour'd  Youth  return  a  Smile, 
That  doth  die  Feelings  of  his  Heart  beguile, 
With  arrow'd  Swiftnefs,  round  the  Scandal's  fpread 
'   That  Lady  B.  defil'd  his  Lordfhip's  Bed. 
Her  Grace  was  caught  in  Private  tete-a-tete. 
With  Billy  Dimple  kneeling  at  her  Feet. 
His  Lordfhip  faunter'd  'midft  the  gaping  Mall ! 
In  clofe  Confab  with  Lady  Betty  Belle. 
"  Oh  hedious  Wretch  !  "  cries  Madam  Foible,  "  there 
Is  Lady  Betty  come  to  take  the  Airy 
Uneoach'd,  uncurtain'd,  in  her  dangling  Chair  \  " 
I  think  fhe  might  have  let  the  Storm  allay'd 
Before  fhe  had  again  new  Conquefts  made.  " 
Such  fliallow  Subftance  fed  the  Author's  Brain 
To  brand  with  Infamy,  the  guiltlefs  Name  \ 
Around  keen  Satires  lafh  is  heedlefs  lay'd, 
And  Vice  and  Virtue  are  alike  difplay'd, 


(  i4  ): 

Are  equally  expos'd  s'  in  Fancy's  Wing, 
And  equally  th'  unwelcome  Tribute  bring. 
Thus  the  brave  Author  doth  attack  the  Fair 
And  thus  leads  Virtue  in  his  fetter'd  Snare. 
That  thofe  once  bleft  in  Hymen's  filken  Bands 
No  longer  can  the  pleafing  Joys  command. 
Thus  bafe  Difhonour  takes  defpotic  fway, 
And  Malevolence  'fore  Reafoii  leads  the  Way. 
May  every  III  the  abject  Wretch  attend 
That  would  not  Virtue's  injur'd  Caufe  defend  : 
Ltt  puffing  Papers  fpread  his  Fame  around, 
With  ajl  the  Glories,  which  his  Work  abound ; 
When  Silence  deigns  to  give  a  Moment's  Place, 
I'll  raife  my  Lyre!  —and  feize  the  happy  Space, 
Then  mail  my  rough  unturtor'd  artlefs  Song, 
Be  number'd  in  the  more  enlighten'd  Throng. 
Thus  my  young  Mufe  the  Eritifh  Fair  lhall  claim 
To  plead  their  Caufe,  and  their  iuft  Rights  maintain, 

1  J  o 
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There  fhall  the  Liberd-Hufband  meet  Redrefs 
And  be  reftor'd  to  Peace  and  Happinefs. 
Thus  ever  ready  at  the  Fair  One's  Will, 
The  Mufe  fhall  then  exert  her  utmoft  Skill. 

What  next  appears,  is  difTrent  from  the  Ton, 
A  ragged  rawbone  Ghoft  !  — a  Skeleton  j 
Clofe  to  his  Chin  a  Scrole  like  Parfon's  Band, 
Hands  to  his  {lender  Waift  ;  ftretch'd  by  his  Hand 
Some  Lines  confpicuous,  plainly  may  be  read, 
Betray  the  Author  is  in  need  of  Bread. 
And  thus  begins  his  fad,  his  mournful  Ditty, 
(If  not  his  Lines,  his  Perfon  might  force  Pitty  •) 
u  Awake  my  flumb'ring  Mufe,  and  found  thy  Stri 
To  pay  thy  Tribute  to  the  Drama's  King  ; 
She  fmiiing  rifes  from  her  foft  Repofe, 
And  thus  affifts,  while  I  with  Joy  difclofe  : 
"  O  Sov'reign  Garrick  !  deign  my  Verfe  to  hear,- 
Unto  my  feeble  Effort  lend  an  Ear, 


(    16  ) 

While  I  the  humbleft  of  the  Mufes  Train 

Attend  on  Thee,  who  on  the  Summit  reign  : 

Bleft  !  tho'  retired  from  the  birfy  Stage, 

Thou  reign'ft  an  Honour  in  a  corrupt  Age. 

Genius'  fureft  Patron,  yet  what  is  more, 

The  conftant  Friend  and  Father  of  the  Poor. 

Bleft  with  fuch  Virtues  !  who  can  but  admire 

With  zealous  Reverence,  Thou  the  Age's  Sire  : 

Lear,  Hamlet,  Richard,  all  away  muft  hie,. 

And  with  the  peaceful  Manes  of  Shakefpear  lye  ; 

While  Toil  and  Difcord  now  muft  rule  the  Stage 

In  vain  their  Heroes,  blufter,  ftorm  and  rage. 

The  Merit  they  poffefs  muft  be  their  own, 

For  now  a  Tutor  to  them  is  unknown. 

An  unfkilPd  Manager  doth  take  in  Hand 

What  none  but  Thee,  with  Juftice  could  command. 

Let  Sh#r###n  from  partial  felf  forbear, 

Who  vainly  thinks  he  Nothing  has  to  fear, 
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'Caufe  he    Precepter  to  Theatric  Bards, 
He  writes  himfelf,  all  Other  difregards  $ 
Seeking  the  Road  to  Fame  with  headftrong  Vigour,, 
He  clips  and  fmuggles  much  to  make  a  Figure  : 
Old  Wit  glar'd  over  in  a  modern  Drefs, 
The  /hallow  Judge  the  Sterling  Ore  confefs. 
A  Play  that  is  with  prime  Performers  cram'd,, 
Is  well  infur'd  from  being  hift  or  damn'd  : 
Suppofing  then  the  Language,  meanly  low 
And  ev'ry  Stroke  a  borrow 'd  Vanbrugh  flow? 
Tho'  e'er  fo  mean  the  Plot,  the  Time  or  Place, 
Such  great  Performers  rauft  the  Fable  grace.  * 
For  flowing  Speech  with  force  of  manly  A£lion 
Tranfport  our  Reafon,  leaving  no  Reflection  j 
That  Pill-like  fweeten'd,  on  our  Senfe  they  fore  -  it, 
Which  had  been  damn'd  in  th'  impartial  Clofet. 
Thus  Merit  will  foar  to  her  higheft  Pitch, 
No  matter  if  in  Words  or  Actions  which. 

*  Such  great  Performers  as  in  the  School  for  ScandaJ, 
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Extent  of  Mercy  Covent-Garden's  ftiewn, 

(A  Mercy  which  by  far  exceed  his  own)  j 

To  his  firft  Rivals,  his  Juvenil  Piece,  f 

Allow'd  him  one  Chance  more  ths  Town  to  pleafe, 

Then  calmly  bore  it,  and  allow'd  his  Nights 

And  then  confign'd  to  Duft  his  youthful  Flights. 

But  when  that  he  receiv'd  old  Drury's  Reign, 

He  forc'd  it  on  th'  indulgent  Town  again  : 

(Left  on  Fame's  Ladder  he  fnould  loofe  one  Round 

He  rather  would  the  judging  World  confound  ;) 

Few  Nights  it  paft — the  Town  not  over  danty'd 

Yet  would  not  fwallow — what  they  knew  was  tainted. 

The  climbing  Bard — fo  fond  of  Induftry, 

Will  fteal  the  Fruit  from  Congreve's  ripen'd  Tree,  # 

Or  write  a  Paragraph  to  praife  his  Work, 

A  true  Sophifter  at  a  quibb'ling  Quirk. 

But  then, — O  dreadful  !  —other  Authors  ftarve  ! 

By  him  are  punifh'cl  when  they  don't  deferve. 

f  A  Play  allowed  to  be  withdrawn  for  Amendment.    *  Altering  the  Old  Bachelor." 
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They  write, — prefent— and  each  Manoeuvre  know, 

Yet  ne'er  can  bring  their  Exercife  to  fhow, 

Now  Princely  Sh#r##n,  let  me  advife 

That  you  will  not  inferior  Bards  defpife, 

Let  them  but  have  a  Chance  for  what  they  write, 

They  may  get  Money,  if  no  Honour  by't. 

And  deign  to  give  an  Anfwer  when  they  fend,  # 

Civility  will  always  gain  a  Friend : 

They  may  be  Simple,  yet  'tis  you  to  dandle, 

Preferve  their  Friendfliip,-then  you're  free  from  Scandal, 

Put  on  the  Gait  and  Air  of  Pleafantry, 

Their  good  Word  gain'd,  you  are  from  Rivals  free, 

Like  Steeple  Bell,  you'll  be  founding  Tenor, 

And  Ring  in  Scandal,  Rivals  and  Duenna  ! 

Then  Mufic  will  thro'  all  thy  Fam'ly  reign, 

Old  Knoll^  compofe,  and  thou  join  in  the  Strain.  " 

On  march'd  the  meagre  Bard,  in  fearful  Stride, 

Devoid  of  Greatnefs,  Confequence  or  Pride. 

*  Never  any  Anfwer  on  Stage  Bufmefs,  but,  "  Not  at  Home.  "    -f  Mr.  L*nl*y. 
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See  Toothlefs  M#ck*#n  from  Hihernia's  Shores 
Whom  Fortune  did  unceafing  Bleffings  fhow'r 
On  M*ck*%rs  Youth !  — fole  Ruler  of  the  Stable 
And  rais'd  him  to  attend  my  Lady's  Table. 
Profufely  fed,  then  Genius  took  its  Flight, 
Thanks  to  my  Lady  for  its  Birth  to  Light, 
Or  yet  he  ne'er  had  known  to  Read  or  Write. 
Fluflit  with  the  flowing  Genius  of  his  Mind, 
To  Ladies  Frowns  and  Liv'ries  unconfin'd 
Lo  Shylock  came  L  — O  Reader  deign  to  know, 
His  Words,  his  Aftions,  all — a  Shylock  fhow. 
For  fweet  Revenge !  —he'll  ev'ry  Corner  pry 
And  fees  an  Advocate— with  half  an  EYE. 
Once  turn'd  the  Left'rer  of  Dramatic  Rule,; 
Difperfd  his  Wifdom  left  himfelf— a  Fool. 
Too  gen'rous  M*ck*#n,  thus  to  wafte  thy  Breath, 
And  not  to  fave  enough  to  fpeak  Mackbeth  ! 


By  Age  infirm,  unlike  when  thou  was  Young, 

No  Breath,— no  Teeth-^but  yet  thou  prov'd  a  Tongue. 

Macbeth's  too  fierce  !  thy  aged  Lungs  to  fate, 

But  I  allow  there  is  no  greater— Brute  ! 

I  faw  Thee  firft  appear—thy  TALENTS  flione ; 

— I  muft  pronounce  thou  art  the  Brute  alone  : 

Yet  Thou  of  Brutifli  AtSUons  fliould  beware 

When  you  Rehearfe*  the  inexperienced  Play'r  j 

That  if  their  Word  and  Aftion,  do  not  fute, 

You  fliould  beware  how  you  ena£l  the  Brute* 

For  female  Players  love  a  foft  Advice ; 

Your  ISmiles  for  Frowns,  fliould  now  and  then  fuffice, 

Or  elfe  in  Time— perhaps  they  may  rebel, 

Their  Army's  ftrong,  that  you  could  not  repel : 

Tho'  thou  art  Brave  !  — the  Brave  muft  fometimes  yield, 

Or  they  may  turn  Thee  grazing  in  the  Field. 

Ungrateful  R*dd*sh  from  the  Stage  of  Drury — 

To  bring  his  Firey  Sparks  to  raife  thy  Fury.  . 

*  Air.  M**kl*n  is  Duputy  Manager. 
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Bat  thou  !  (O  injur'd  Man  !  my  Heart  is  goaded.) 
Bought  Pamphlet-Proof  (no  Afs  was  e'er  more  loaded) 
To  (hew  the  unjuft  Arts,  uncommon  RailPry 
That  iffu'd  from  the  Mouths  in  lower  Gall'ry ; 
Yet  tho'  the  clam'rous  Houfe  all  made  thee  Sport, 
Thou  neatly  nick't  them  in  another  Court. 

Here's  bouncing  Will,  long  fpurned  from  the  World, 
Thro'  many  Blafts  and  Hurricanes  been  hurl'd, 
From  Poft  to  Pillow  fhifted  by  his  Mufe, 
Who  (like  his  Patrons)  often  doth  abufe  > 
The  env'ous  Falfehoods  !  and  malicious  Spite  ! 
That  K##d#k  dare  to  aft,  I  dare  to  write. 

A  daring  Tale*  he  forg'd, — of  courfe  muft  ftrike  ye, 
He  fwore  that  Roscius  mourn'd  the  Lofs  of  Nikev  : 
Horrid  Slander  !  the  Author  flood  confeft, 
And  with  his  Libel  juftly  was  fupprefl. 

'Twas  Wanton  Will  that  fought  the  Seat  of  Fame, 
In  Ruination  of  an  honeft  Name : 

Lamentation  of  Rofcius;  or,  Love  in  the  Suds-,  publifhotT about  three  Years  ago, 

but  juftly  fappreffc 


Injuftice  taught  him  how  to  rule  the  Pen, 

(The  Pride  of  Knaves,  the  Scorn  of  honeft  Men) 

The  Scandal  Trumpet,  'ftead  of  that  of  Fame 

Proclaims  his  Malice,  and  points  out  his  Shame  \ 

His  Fame  grew  Black,  old  Friends  grew  all  uncivil, 

He  then  turn'd  Commentator  at  the  Devil.  * 

The  School  of  Shakefpear,  there  was  taught  with  Art, 

For  Gracelefs  Billy,  grac'd  each  topping  Part  : 

In  Falftaff,  he  inimitable  fliewn, 

That  Critics  fwore— 'twas  drawn  for  him  alone  ! 

They  further  hop'd  (in  height  of  Critic  Rage) 

To  fee  the  Monfter — crawling— on  the  Stage. 

At  length  his  Friends  grew  tir'd  of  the  Devil, 
Will  thought  it  hard,  that  they  were  fo  uncivil; 
Yet  the  Bill  hung  out,  in  hopes  to  tempt  ye, 
'Till  the  Room  Avhen  full,— Alas  was  empty  ! 
The  Schokrs  all  were  fled  from  Shakefpear's  School, 
And,  left  Poor  Will  !  -  to  play  the  Simple  Fool. 

*  Devil  Tavern. 


Conftrair/d  to  leave,— in  vain  his  Skill  he  ftrivesF 
He  knew  the  Proverb,-- -when  the  Devil  drives. 

Drove  from  the  very  Efesrit,  where  muft  he 
Find  Friends  for  Comfort  in  Extremity  ? 
His  Duellist*  at  Covent-Garden  damn'd,, 
Tho'  borcow'd  Scenes  the  whole  Performance  cram'd, 
It  would  not  take, — the  Aud'ence  won't  accept  it, 
And  off  the  Stage,  like  Orange  Peel  they  fwept  it. 

Then  Mobsf  were  rais'd  o'er  half  the  circling  Towr, 
Which  alrnoft  fhook  the  thund'ring  Gall'ry  down, 
All  prov'd  in  vain,  hard  Fate  had  fo  decreed 
That  Bill /  and  his  Play— was  damn'd  indeed  I 

Again  he  wrote  a  Political  Piece. 
With  Title  falfe,  the  cred'lous  Town  to  fleece : 
A  comic  Op'ra,  called  the  Duenna  ! 
He  artful  publifh'd  in  a  Play-like  Manner  : 
The  unfufpecting  Buyer  takes  the  Book, 
And  now  no  further  than  the  Title  look, 

*  A  Play  almoft  verbatim  (in  many  Parts)  from  Fielding's  Pamela. 
■f  Large  Bills  were  ftuck  up  thro'  ihe  Town,  to  create  a  Mob  in  the  Play-houfe,  nn- 
lefs  they  wou'd  re-ad  a  Play,  which  had  been  legally  damned,  according  to  Thea- 
trical Expreflion, 
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'Till  more  at  Leifure,  he  pulls  out  his  Play, 
And  finds  the  Matter  tends  another  Way  : 
Then  Damns  the  Author,  round  the  Room  he  frets, 
And  (wears  he'll  feal  it  'mongft  the  reft  of  Cheats. 

If  thofe  are  Steps  to  ornament  the  Man, 
Guard  me,  O  Heaven  !  from  fo  bafe  a  Plan, 
Rather  unknown,  uncourted  let  me  pine  : 
In  Bed  of  S  traw,  within  that  fad  Con  fine : 
Of  Bedlam's-Walls  $  there  my  fmatl  Pittance  have, 
Than  Liberty  and  Knowledge— call'd  a  Knave. 

But  fee  amidft  the  crowded,  varied  Throng, 
Lo  Colm  an  comes  to  'luminate  my  Song  ! 
No  fullen  AnguinY  loads  his  chearful  Brow, 
He  comes  a  Summer's  Day  midft  Froft  and  Show. 
The  Critics  all  pronounce  his  New  Play#  Ihort, 
He's  fhort  himfelf—  and  pray  is  that  a  Fault' 
Had  it  liv'd  Five  Acls,  and  the  Caufe  been  try'd 
How  could  the  Critics  bring  it,  SUICIDE3 

*  A  Comedy  of  Four  Acls, 
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Behold  his  blooming  Laurels,  how  they  fpread, 
The  flowing  Branches  half  difguife  his  Head. 
Let  Envy  fneer,  let  Folly  make  her  her  Joke 
And  fay  'tis  Charles  again  within  the  Oak  ; 
But  I  more  ftren'ous  will  his  Merits  praife 
And  fwear  'tis  Colman  in  his  Bufh  of  Bays  ! 
The  Bufh  fecures  the  valuM  hidden  Treafurc 
Which  fallies  forth  at  ev'ry  Time  of  Leifure. 
Ha  !  fruitful  Bufti  !  half  Covent-Garden's  Pride  : 
What's  Apples,  Pears  and  all  her  Flowers  befide, 
Since  thou  art  gone  ?  her  Beauty  all  may  yield, 
And  own  'tis  planted,— in  Poor  Foote's  Hay  Field. 

I  know  that  Colman's  eafy,  gentle  Mind 
Will  foon  forgive  a  Fancy  of  this  Kind. 

The  vent'rous  Poet,  when  he's  out  of  Depth 
And  ftrug'ling  hard  for  Shore  with  want  of  Breath, 
Will  on  the  glaffy  Surface  gently  float 
Regain  his  Strength,  and  then  affume  his  Note  : 


Ye  Poet*  all,  ferioufly  attend 
Unto  the  Docuine  which  I  recommend ; 
Wou!d  all  to  Colman's  gen'rous  Soul  unite, 
Would  all  from  Knowledge,  not  from  Envy  write, 
;n  Sprigs  of  Laurels  would  your  Temples  grace, 
1  lor  Time,  nor  Envy,  ever  could  eraze ; 
Then  Britain's  Sons  might  pour  without  Controul 
The  gen'rous  Flowings  of  a  Britifti  Soul. 

Defpife  the  Arts  or  Rules  of  Defamation, 
Glide  fmoothly  on  the  Road  of  Reformation. 
Let  Colman  guide  you  to  thofe  fweet  Delights, 
Delicious  Tranfports,  and  thofe  pleafing  Sights 
Of  quiet  Days,  and  unmolefted  Nights. 

I  know  their  kindled  Rage — my  Plan  defpife 
And  in  their  Breafts',  revengeful  Paffions  rife, 
That  big  with  Malice  they  will  fally  forth 
And  I  mult  fall  a  Viftim  to  their  Wrath  : 
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Oh !  horrid  Shock !  (how  fickle  is  Life's  Span) 
Yet  more  horrid  !  that  Man's  Murderer's  Man. 

Still  to  my  Sight  a  mixed .  Croud '  appears, 
The  Guiltlefs  foiling,  while  the  Guilty  fears : 
The  Secret  fprings  that  doth  infpire  thofe,- 
In  future  Time  my  Vifion  may  difclofe, 
Regarding  Merit  in  its  early  Dawn — 

My  Virion's  ending  fee  the  Curtain's  drawn! 

The  judging  Critics*  may  condemn  my  Piece, 
Or  ftamp  the  Value,  as  their  Judgement  pleafe. 
I'm  all  Submiffion  to  a  candid  TOWN — 
Defpife  my  Efforts,  or  my  Willies  crown. 
Or  let  the  judging  World  my  Talk  perform, 
Admire  the  Chriftian,  and  the  Villain  fcorn ; 
Then  Vice  mall  rot,  fink  her  imper'ous  Headr 
And  Virtue  forth  her  fweet  Infufion  fpread. 

*  Monthl  y  Reviewers. 

ERRATA.  Page  2,  1.  4,  for  objeft  read  Objtft?.  P.  3,  1.  17,  Bulls,  Broils.  P.  4,  1.  4,  the.  than 
P.  7,  1.  14,  Quilts,  Quirks.  P.  14,  1.  1,  s'  in,  on. 

THE  END. 

_  ■  ✓ 


THE 

ORANGE-GIRL  at  FOOTE's 

T  O 

SALLY  HARRIS. 

AN     HEROIC  EPISTLE. 

[Price  One  Shilling.] 


THE 

Orange-Girl  at  Foote's 

T  O 

SALLY  HARRIS: 

The  TOWN  to  the  COUNTRY  POMONA. 
AN     HEROIC  EPISTLE. 


To  the  Ladies  of  this  Virtuous  Age. 

Mutus  doceri  gaudet  Ionicos 
Matura  Virgo — etfingitur  Artibus  : 
yam  nunc  &  incejlos  amores 
De  tenero  meditatur  Ungui. 

To  the  Modern  Fine  Gentlemen. 

Non  hisjuvcntus  orta  parentibus 
Infecit  aquor,  /anguine  Gallico. 


A     NEW  EDITION. 


LONDON: 
Printed   for   S.   B  L  A  D  O  N,    in  Pater-no/ter-Rozv. 


MDCCLXXIII. 


[  I  J 


THE 

ORANGE-GIRL  at  FOOTE's 

T  O 

SALLY  HARRIS. 

WELCOME,  fair  NymphjfromHocK'RiLL'sgloomy 
Plains, 

To  this  gay  Town,  where  wanton  Venus  reigns ; 
Venus,  who  fmiles,  rejoic'd  in  thee  to  gain, 
An  Acquisition  to  her  blooming  Train. 
See  unfeign'd  Sorrow,  Rage,  and  deep  Defpair,  5 
Seize  on  all  Nelson's  Nymphs*  and  Mitchell's  Fair; 
For  much  they  fear  that  thy  frefh,  rural  Charms, 
Shou'd  lure  the  wand  ring  Rakes  from  their  weak  Arms. 
See  Powell  weeps,  e'en  in  her  new-built  Coach, 
And  trembles  for  her  Lord,*  at  thy  approafcli.  10 

B  While 

•  *  Lord  SlIAFORTH. 
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While  Stephenson  plays  o'er  each  winning  Art, 
To  guard  the  feeble  Grosvenor's  fickle  Heart. 
The  proud  Du  Tay  thy  Charms  with  Envy  fees, 
Fearful  left  they  young  Egremont  fhould  pleafe. 
With  Grief  (lie  fees,  as  nearer  you  advance,  i 
A  Bloom  fuperior  to  the  Rouge  of  France. 
Thy  native  Rofes  make  her  falfe  ones  pale, 
With  Nature  Art  compar'd,  will  ever  fail. 

Welcome,  dear  Sifter,  welcome.    I  alone, 
Of  all  the  Girls  in  this  gay,  vicious  Town,  2 
Thy  Youth,  thy  Bloom,  thy  Charms  unmov'd  can  fee, 
Untouched  by  Envy,  free  from  Jealoufy. 
Chearful  and  young,  and  void,  like  you,  of  Art, 
I  truft  to  Nature's  Charms  to  gain  the  Heart ; 
'  Tis  Health's  pure  Bloom  that  o'er  my  Cheeks  is  Ipread,  2 
I  ufe  no  artificial  White  and  Red  : 
Each  Wafh,  each  Daub,  to  Archer  I  refign, 
Let  her  of  Beauty  a  fair  Picture  fnine  ; 
None  paint  fo  well,  'tis  by  the  Town  confefs'd, 
Except  her  little  lovely  Sifter— West  ;  3< 
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Leave  them  to  blaze  wirh  Grosvenor  from  alar, 
Like  varnifh'd  Dolls,  hung  out  at  Temple-Bar. 

Like  you,  tho'  gay  my  Heart,  tho'  warm  my  Blood, 
The  tempting  Powr  or  Love  I  long  withftood  ; 
Not  e'en  Kildare  my  virgin  Ereaft  coifd  move;  35 
Tat  Chhwton  fweats  in  vain  to  gain  my  Love  ; 
To  Ratter  me,  the  ever-gallant  Hare 
Leaves  his  lov'd  Clarke  a  Prey  to  black  Defpair. 
For  me  young  Charles  f  the  Dice-boxoft  foregoes, 
And  Cards  forgot,  ior  once  with  Love  he  glows.  40 
Eg mont  forfakes  his  Hounds  and  favourite  Horfe, 
And,  wond  rous !  quits  for  me  th'  unfiniiri'd  Courfe. 
His  budding  Horns,  while  my  foft  Hand  he  prefs'd, 
Craven  ne'er  felt— I  fmil'd  his  Soul  to  Reft. 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  long  fhove  in  vain,  45 
With  Vows  and  Bribes,  my  Favour  to  obtain  ; 
My  generous  Heart  refus'd  the  proffer'd  Bribe, 
And  fcorn'd  the  Macaroni  filken  Tribe. 

But  Love,  enrag'd  that  I  fhou'd  brave  his  Pow'r, 
Once,  in  a  foft,  unguarded,  fatal  Hour,  50 

-  Produc'd 

\  Fox. 
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Produc'd  a  manly  Youth,  bleft  with  each  Charm 
To  blind  our  Virtue,  or  our  Pride  difarm  ; 
Yet  he  was  poor,  unpeniion'd,  and  unplac'd, 
Lord  of  no  Lands,  and  with  no  Titles  grac'd  : 
Lie  ne'er  had  plunder'd  India's  haplefb  Shore, 
For  Millions  funk  in  Seas  of  native  Gore  : 
To  Fortune  and  to  Fame  he  liv'd  unknown, 
New  to  the  World,  a  Stranger  to  the  Town. 
With  frefheft  Health,  and  ftrongefr.  Vigour  bleft, 
His  amorous  Hand  nrfr.  prefs'd  my  panting  Brcaft. 
My  timorous  Steps  with  foft  Perfuafion  led, 
Where  fportive  Love  had  rais'd  the  wanton  Bed  ; 
There  clafp'd  me  ardent  to  his  ftrong  Embrace, 
While  Love  and  Fear  drove,  blufliing  in  my  Face  ; 
Tiil  I,  at  length  o'ercome,  refign'd  my  Charms 
To  the  warm  Circle  of  his  glowing  Arms. 

Far  other  was  thy  Fate,  unhappy  Maid  ! 
Whim  md  Caprice  thy  erring  Heart  betray  *d  : 
In  L v T t e lton  what  didft  thou  hope  to  find  ? 
Hi'3  Body  worn  with  Liirr,  with  Vice  his  Mind, 


[53 

Say,  cou'd  his  languid,  his  enervate  Frame, 
Wither'd  and  dry,  appeafe  thy  potent  Flame  ? 
Thou,  who  fo  oft  had  vievv'd  both  bad  and  good,f 
Love's  Weapons  better  fhou'd  have  understood . 
Say  thou,  whofe  large  Experience  ought  to  tell  75 
How  far  one  Man  another  can  excel  ; 
Or  Fame's  a  Liar,  or  thy  tender  Hand, 
The  gallant  Pembroke's  mighty  Spear  has  fpan'd. 
Tall  Cholm'ley's  too,  M  with  active  Vigour  ftrong, 
<c  Thick  as  thy  Arm,  and  faith  almoft  as  long  ;".  *  80 
Yet  wanton  Grosvenor  fays,  infatiate  Fair! 
Large  as  it  is,  there's  not  a  Jot  to  fpare. 
Such  have  you  view'd,  whom  not  thy  magic  Hand, 
Nor  all  thy  Art,  could  ever  force  to  ftand  ; 
Their  Heads  deje&ed,  loft  their  youthful  Pride,  85 
Lifelefs  they  lay,  like  Blake  by  his  young  Bride  + 
While  others,  all  impatient  of  the  Deed, 
Have  darted  o'er  thy  Charms  th'  impetuous  Seed  ; 
Then  while  warm  Blufhes  crimfon'd  o'er  your  Face, 
You  wifh'd  th'  Offender  in  his  proper  Place.  9c 

G  But 

Vid.  The  Rape  of  Pomona.  *  Rochester. 

J  Arthur  Blake,  who  ran  array  with  Mils  Garl  and,  which  young 
Lady,  by  his  own  Account,  is  yet  une  veritable  Pucclle. 
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But  maiden  Fears  and  Modefty  withftood 
The  Voice  of  Nature,  and  the  Warmth  of  Blood  *y 
Till  thy  fond  Heart  to  Lyttelton  allow'd 
To  gain  thy  Virgin-Treafure — if  he  cou'd. 

O,  fcarce  a  perfed:  Maid,  yet  fcarce  a  Whore,  f  95 
By  me  inftrutted,  be  deceiv'd  no  more. 
My  Mufe  experienc'd  fhall  direct  thy  Ways, 
Thro'  this  enchanted  Town's  perplexed  Maze  ; 
Teach  thee  (too  well  it  knows)  to  fhun  each  Snare. 
Laid  for  the  young,  the  innocent,  and  fair.  1 00 

Let  not  a  Hayes,  orCoLLiNs,  with  curft  Art, 
Tempt  thee  with  Health  and  Liberty  to  part. 
The  haplefs  Negro,  from  his  native  Land, 
Borne  to  Jamaica's  much  more  favage  Strand, 
To  fome  ftern  Brute,  on  that  accurfed.  Coafr, 
Some  human  Brute,  to  every  Feeling  loft, 
Sold  as  a  Slave — and  doom'd  to  toil  away, 
In  ceafelefs  Labour,  the  long  fcorching  Day  5. 

^  Pope's  Sappho  to  Pbaon. 

f:  O  fcarce  a  Youth,  yet  fcarce  a  tender  Boy — '* 
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To  fmart  beneath  the  Whip,  to  drag  the  Chain, 

To  linger  through  a  Life  of  Tears  and  Pain  ;  no 

Wretch  as  he  feems— light  are  his  Woes,  compar'd 

W  ith  the  poor  Girl's,  by  fome  old  Bawd  enfnar'd  : 

tier  blooming  Charms,  her  youthful  Hours,  are  doem'd 

To  be  by  Anguifh  and  Difeafc  confum'd  ; 

She's  doom'd  to  be  of  Luft  the  abject.  Slave,  115 

To  end  her  Sorrows  in  an  early  Grave. 

Far  happier  Lot,  from  fuch  curft  Bondage  free, 

Poor  to  remain,  bat  bleft  with  Liberty. 

Truft  not  alone  to  Teauty's  fading  Flower, 
Or  Youth's  frefh  Bloom,  thy  Fortune  to  fecure.  1 20 

Bleft  with  Love's  fweeteft  Smile,  with  fparkling  Eyes, 
With  Breads  of  Snow,  that  foftly  fall  and  rife, 
With  Youth,  Good-nature,  and  an  Angel's  Face, 
And  with  a  Shape  that  would  a  Venus  grace, 
Ill-fated  Kitty  wanders  through  the  Town,  125 
Her  Charms  neglected,  and  her  Worth  unknown  : 
She  wants  that  winning  Art,  that  certain  Grace, 
Which  conquers  furer  than  the  faireft  Face* 

How 
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How  few,  like  Polly jf  find  a  faultlefs  Youth  ? 
How  few  can  equal  her  in  Love  and  Truth  ?  130 
See  on  her  Breaft  her  chofen  Eden  lies, 
"  And  drinks  delicious  Poifon  from  her  Eyes.  {" 
Thy  Park,  O  Greenwich,  and  each  confcious  Grove, 
Is  oft  the  Witnefs  of  their  mutual  Love. 
Can  that  foft  Flame  frill  dwell  in  Parsons'  Breaft,  135 
Which  palfy'd  Age,  with  his  cold  Hand  has  prefs'd  ; 
Tis  not  her  Charms,  'tis  her  ingenuous  Mind, 
That  did  a  Graf  ton — doth  a  Dorset  blind. 
How  few,  like  Harriet/  rife  to  Wealth  or  Fame  ? 
What  Crouds  are  funk  in  Poverty  and  Shame  !  140 
See  Muire  and  Kennedy  declining  faft, 
And  Thompson  fcarce  two  Winters  more  will  laft. 
Fled  are  thofe  Charms  which  late  fubdu'd  each  Heart, 
Love  and  Champignon  are  compell'd  to  part, 
Where  are  Duburgh,  Coxe,   Hayward,  Spencer, 
„    Ston  e ?  145 
Thdr  Hour  is  pall,  and  they  are  now  unknown. 
Each  Winter  fees  fome  favourite  Beauty  rife, 
She  blooms  all  Spring,  and  in  the  Summer  dies  ; 

The 

-j~  Polly  Jones.  J  Pope's  Abclard  and Elotfa, 

*  Harriet  Powell. 
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The  Nymphs  bound  'prentice  to  the  wanton  Trade 
Arc,  like  the  daintkfr.  Flowers  that  fooneft  fade,  150 
Fair  to  the  Eye,  and  to  the  Senfes  fvveet, 
Men  pluck,  grow  tir'd,  and  can1  them  at  their  Feet. 

Be  this  your  Plan,  to  this  alone  attend  ; 
Seek  not  Admirers,  gain  one  real  Friend. 
In  public  Places  let  your  Charms  be  {hewn,  155 
The  lovelieft  Face  is  nothing,  if  unknown. 
Come  then,  dear  Nymph,  with  me  here  take  thy  Stand,  j[ 
The  Bafket  dangling  from  thy  fnowy  Hand  ; 
Together  thro'  the  Boxes  will  we  go, 
Whifper  each  Rake,  and  ogle  every  Beau.  160 
Thy  wanton  Eye,  thy  every  graceful  Charm, 
E'en  vigour- wanting  -Bun bury  fhall  warm. 
To  thee,  on  tiptoe  foft,  fee  March  advance, 
Deck'd  out  in  all  the  Frippery  of  France  : 
See  atheift  Twit cher  comes,  that  old  lewd  Goat,  165 
Whofe  harden'd  Features  every  Vice  denote  ; 
Let  not  his  tempting  Tongue  thy  Paffions  move, 
He'll  pick  your  Pocket  while  he's  making  love.* 

D  Pale 

||  At  Foote's  Theatre. 

*  Vid.  an  Heroic  Epiftle  to  Sir  William  Chambers, 
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Pale  as  the  pamper'd  Hope  of  fome  fond  Mother, 

See  Tommy  Store r — Tony's  own  dear  Brother  ;  170 

A  Pair  fo  juftly  match'd,  'tis  hard  to  tell 

Which  doth  the  other  by  one  Vice  excel. 

See  B-lingbr-ke,  the  gallant  once  and  gay, 
Gloonry  and  fad  as  the  worft  Winter's  Day  ; 
The  vileft  Trull,  cull'd  from  the  Strand's  vile  Hoard>  175 
Reigns  the  proud  Miflrefs  of  that  abject  Lord. 

But  chiefly  mark  that  Youth,  who  fkulks  behind, 
Sullen  he  feems,  dejected  much  of  Mind, — 
lis  Lutt'rell— who  betray 'd  his  Country's  Caufe, 
Laugh'd  at  her  Rights,  and  broke  her  nobleft  Laws.  180 
Shun  him-- -ye  young,  ye  unfufpedting  Fair, 
For  he  is  fkill'd  to  ruin  and  enfnare  : 
There's  fcarce  a  Day  but,  by  his  Art  beguil'd, 
Some  frantic  Mother  weeps  her  wretched  Child, 
One  Girl  there  was,* — Oh,  'tis  a  Tale  of  Woe,  185 
Would  make  the  Tears  from  fternefl:  Tyrants  flow;. 

Nor 

*  One  Girl  there  was,  &c. — The  melancholy  Story  of  this  unhappy  young 
Lady,  will  foon  be  publifhed  by  a  Friend  of  hers. — She  is  the  fame  young  ' 
Lady  whofe  Beauties  are  attempted  to  be  described,  in  Verfe  121,  8cc,  of 
this  Poem*. 
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Nor  have  I  Time,  at  prefent,  to  relate  ^ 
The  loft,  forfaken  Kitty's  haplefs  Fate. 

Deteft  this  worthlefs  Tribe,  this  vicious  Race, 
With  their  unhallow'd  Touch,  pollute  not  thy  Embrace  ; 
Deaf  to  their  Words,  and  to  their  Bribes  prove  blind,  I  g  i 
We  many  Lutt'rells  for  one  Eden  find. 


FINIS. 


